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	1. Chapter 1 On The Run

Chapter 1: On the Run

I swam as fast and hard as my turquoise-violet tail would allow. With hard strokes of my fluke I sped through the water faster than a shark on a rampage. I was running away from my careless mother (more on that later). Ever since she had adopted me from the orphanage I started to discover who I truly was... A mermaid! Cool huh? I knew there was something about me that wasn't human. Like the time when I was four, my foster parents took me to the public pool. I discovered I could hold my breath for five minutes... I would've held it much longer if the lifeguard hadn't dived in for me... What a scene that was! That was probably the most attention I had ever received in my life in just one day too! At the time I was living with my kind and loving foster parents, they had five sons that were constantly fighting, so I was the least of their worries.  
>After I was adopted when I was age six things really looked down because of my new adoptive mother. But, in my adolescent years I started to discover that I was mer… Life after that got WAY more exciting keeping my secret and all. And I began to wonder if there was anyone else like me. That was one of the reasons I was on the run, to see if I could find my TRUE kind. You know other mermaids and mostly due to my adoptive mother. She, whom doesn't know how to raise children properly and makes me do all the chores around the house. My "mom" (Amy) was always out of the house, too busy with friends. And according to Amy her husband or my suppose-to-be adoptive "father" (Tom) left after he found out Amy had adopted me, Layla (Great father right?). So my family life pretty much sucks. I thought, <em>What the heck might as well leave right?<em> Amy probably wouldn't realize I was gone until she got back on Sunday evening from her friend's house. You may ask am I ashamed of myself for leaving my "mother"? Nope! She never cared about me anyway. I have no idea why she adopted me! I would've been way better off with the Gandoffs (my previous foster family with five boys I forget their names). So as you can see I had my reasons for ditching her.  
>It was a Friday night, so I wanted to get as far away from Amy's home on the Small island of Kauai in Hawaii as possible (the more distance between my wretched mother and me the better). My next stop was the Johnston Atoll; I planned my trip online thanks to Google Maps! I would be in Australia within a week or more; hopefully. I will then change my identity, finish school, and make a new beginning! Along with me I brought in a water proof backpack with the following:<br>1.) my money of five hundred dollars (all my savings a lot for a fourteen year old, huh?)

2.) a couple changes of clothes

3.) ALOT of bottled water

4.) various nuts

5.) dry pasta (carbs are pure energy for swimming)

6.) my Dell Inspiron Mini (full battery sealed in a watertight bag)

7.) pot for cooking pasta

8.) dried fruit.

9.) digital watch

10.) couple towels (for warmth)

11.) sweatshirt

12). matches

13). change of clothes  
>This altogether probably weighed twenty to twenty-five pounds which is favorable for my fast rate travel; traveling light gives you the advantage.<br>Before I left the condo I made my house look like a crime scene happened so that my "mom" will think I was kidnapped or something. I pictured her with a look of anguish when she got back from her friend's house where she spends EVERY freakin' weekend. She then will truly be guilty for all these years of ignoring her so called "daughter." If she only knew how much pain she has caused me! She will soon find out!  
>Anyway, I am now high-tailing my mer butt to Australia! Nice pun huh? No one is laughing except me? Oh, okay then awkward silence... Did I ever mention that I don't have any friends back in Hawaii? Why? Their rich snobs; they have more money than brains. They always teased me for being at the top of my class! But then here's the best part I am a mermaid which is something humans LONG to be. So sometimes in my mind I rub it in but not out loud of course. This is a DARK secret. Not even smart alec Amy who convinced the government to let us live on a welfare income and food stamps (Which correct me if I am wrong is for disabled people right? Amy isn't disabled) knows that I am a mermaid. I don't know how she does it because for a living she works at Wal-Mart and she managed to rent us a condo that overlooked the beach. Isn't that something only rich neurosurgeons can afford? Geese talk about taking advantage of the system right?!<br>As I saw a little tiny sandbar I slowed my pace, and crawled with my tail on top of the sandbar for a rest! Checking the time on my watch, the clock had shown 3AM. I had left Amy's pathetic condo at 3PM. You see, I got out of school at 12 PM with no homework because it was a half day which allowed for about three hours of planning and prepping for my journey. Doing all the math, I calculated that I had swam eight hundred miles in just a little over ten to thirteen hours! New record! As I covered myself with a towel and put on my sweatshirt, I smiled at my new accomplishment. Then I drifted off to sleep dreaming of my good life that was to come. B.T.W. for those of you worry a lot like I do you're not alone! ;-) My tail transforms back to legs within twenty minutes of being out of water.
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Chapter 2: Human Encounters

As I woke up, I snacked on some nuts and dried fruit for breakfast. Next I calculated that I only had sixty miles until I reached Johnston Atoll! Within an hour or so I could easily be there! When I arrived at the atoll, I would plan the rest of my trip from there. I stood up on the sandbar to stretch; I then stepped in to the salty ocean water. After twenty minutes I made my total transformation from human to mermaid. I packed everything in my backpack including my sweatshirt and pushed myself into the water.  
>About five miles away from the atoll I noticed I was beginning to enter into a coral reef. I saw vibrantly colored fish, and rough looking coral, and my worst fear... Sharks. I sensed aggression in their eyes. I tried to stay clear of any sharks or fish; if a feeding frenzy started then I didn't want to be in the center of it all. As I reached more shallow waters, I slowed the pace of my swimming.<br>I washed up on shore trying to hide in the rocks to make my laborious twenty minute transformation into a human. I hated walking after long periods of time of just swimming; I literally had to learn to walk all over again. As I stumbled over rocks with my bare feet, I regretted I forgot to bring shoes. But then I found a pair of black flip flops someone left. Yay problem solved! I tried walking as best as I could up the sand.  
>To my knowledge I knew that this island is only about a mile wide, so it didn't take me long to spot the very tiny U.S. Naval Base. This island is owned by the United Sates which is a good thing. To break an entry I climbed the fence into the naval base. I walked for about one-fourth of a mile trying to find a store or something to buy sunscreen. I was burning up and you know I needed some food or whatever. I walked down a gravel path until I reached a very old, run down road which I think was supposed to be the "main street" or something. On this "main street" there was only a general store that included a coffee shop, a grocery outlet, a burger joint called Johnston's Best Burgers, and a small rundown school housechurch building. I figured not many people live on an island this remote, so they probably didn't have many kids attending school at the small school house.  
>As I walked into the grocery outlet I decided to walk to the pharmacy section. I found sunscreen priced at five dollars (geese what a rip off, must cost a lot to ship it out here). Then I went to the deli and picked up a pre-made turkey sandwich (also overpriced at four dollars and fifty-seven cents). The clerk at the cash register was a lady in her mid thirties (I think) and of course there was only one other cash register. It was closed.<br>"How are you doing today?" she said with a fake smile.  
>"Good" I muttered; I wasn't in the mood for chit-chat.<br>"What is a young girl like you doing out here on Johnston Island?" she asked as she scanned my items.  
>"My parents took me here for vacation." I lied.<br>"Out here? This is a naval base not a vacation resort." the clerk said matter-of-factly.  
>"Oh well that's what they told me, I think they are really here on like business or something. I don't know." I lied.<br>"How long are you here for?" she interrogated.  
>"Just today it's just a day trip." I said irritated.<br>"Oh strange, we usually don't get visitors." the clerk stated.  
>"Well today you did!" I yelled even more irritated.<p>

"Now please, what's my total?!"  
>"Nine dollars and twenty-seven cents," she said trying not to sound irritated.<br>"Thank you! Bye!" I shouted as I slammed the money down on the counter. I snatched my stuff right up before she even could think of bagging it. I ran towards the doors.  
>"Geese, talk about Mrs. I-have-to-know-everything," I muttered walking out of the store.<br>I walked out on to the "main street." I wondered if the general store coffee shop had any wi-fi; I still needed to plan my next pit stop on my journey to Australia. I peeked in the coffee shop and sure enough they had wi-fi, but you had to buy a latte to use it. Of course the latte was overpriced like everything else on the menu. When I received my non-fat caramel latte, just the way I liked it; I got out my laptop and turned it on. I put in the wi-fi password in that clerk had written on the receipt.  
>I guessed the wi-fi was really slow; it took a minute just to load a Google Search. Finally it loaded and I typed into the search bar, "Google Maps." Numerous search results popped up, I clicked the first one which brought me to Google Maps. Researching more islands on the way from here to Australia, I planned that next I would stop at the next largest atoll. Rongelap Atoll. It was an uninhabited island, but who cares I had packed enough food to last me about three more days. I reckoned I'd come upon an island with more inhabitants in awhile. I continued to browse more information on the place sipping my latte. About then, the pesky clerk who ran the coffee shop nagged me that I would have to buy another latte if I wanted to use anymore wi-fi. Go figure, I hated this island anyway.<br>"No thanks", I said," I am done anyway."  
>"Come on, I will give you half on your next latte!" he bargained.<br>"No, really I am fine." I replied turning off my laptop and heading towards the door.  
>"Thank you for everything," I told him.<br>"Would you like to maybe buy a pastry for six dollars an ninety-nine cents?"  
>"Bye!" I yelled slamming the door to the coffee shop closed.<br>_I need to get out of this place people are so annoying here_, I thought.  
>Just then someone on the street stopped me: "Hello, you must be from out of town."<br>"Yeah, my parents are here for business; one day only. Now if you excuse me I really must be getting back to my private yacht." I fibbed.  
>"Come on, we rarely get visitors here. Stay awhile." he suggested.<br>I had really got passed my breaking point; I was really agitated.  
>"You people are so annoying and rude! Your always asking questions when it is none of your business! Now bye! Gosh!" I said in a very rude tone of voice.<br>"Okay, okay, I will leave you alone." the stranger replied.  
>I stumbled in the rocks towards the water to transform into a mermaid; I took a few bites of my turkey sandwich and saved the rest for later. I then slung my backpack on my shoulders and dove into the water swimming away as I transformed from human to fish.<br>_Back in Kauai, on Saturday._  
>Amy unlocked the door, when she walked in she yelled,<br>"Layla, I am home early! Did you clean the toilet like I asked?"  
>There was no answer. Looking up, anger flooded Amy's emotions. The house was a mess.<br>"Layla, this isn't funny! Why is the house a mess?!" she yelled in anger.  
>Still no answer.<br>"Layla!? Where are you!?"  
>Frazzled Amy, started towards what she called Layla's room (a huge utility<br>closet).  
>"Layla! You answer me the first time Missy!"<br>Amy looked in Layla's room; there was nothing there except Layla's meager belongings.  
>"Layla, you're grounded for two weeks if you don't stop messing around with me right now!"<br>She ran through the whole condo looking for Layla. It wasn't until five minutes later that she realized why the house was a mess.  
>Layla had been taken! Shock took a hold of Amy's emotions. Why would such a thing happen to Layla? Frightened and angered Layla's mother called the Kauai Police Department.<br>"Hello? Is this the police?" Amy said panic-stricken (not out of love for Layla, rather because no one would be around to do the chores).  
>"Yes ma'am this is the Kauai Police Department. What is the problem?" the voice said from the other end.<br>"My adopted daughter has gone missing!" Yelled Amy.  
>"Ma'am is this a joke of some sort? Because if you think_"<br>"No it isn't! My daughter is literally missing!" Amy interrupted.  
>"Okay we'll dispatch a patrol officer to look at the scene." She said.<p>

"What is the address?"  
>_Back_out_at_sea._<br>After I had left the Johnston Atoll, I was glad I wouldn't be encountering humans for the next few days... At least while I didn't have too. I swam for about five more hours and stopped for the night on a small sandbar.
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Chapter 3: The Mysterious Island of Rongelap Atoll

As the sun peeked over the endless horizon of the crystal clear waters of the south -pacific, I was awakened to a new day. I smelled the fresh, salty ocean air and instantly felt at home. The refreshing ocean breezes brought comfort to my mind. Not surprising after all I am a mermaid. Opening up my bag to get something to eat, I realized I hadn't climbed out of the water the night before. I still had a tail! I thought, _I am in the middle of the ocean and there is nobody for miles. _So did it really matter? I guessed not!

While eating dried fruits for breakfast I calculated from here to Rongelap Island was only about one thousand three hundred miles. Usually, I can swim between sixty-five to seventy miles in one hour; doing a bit of division I calculated I could be at Rongelap Island in nineteen hours. But that was REALLY straining it for just one day I can usually only swim ten to thirteen hours a day. But then I thought if maybe I caught an ocean current that maybe it could reduce my time say six to seven hours! That would mean only mean twelve to thirteen hours of travel which was totally swimmable for one day. I hoped my predictions were right! One of the pros of being a mermaid is that you literally have a sense of navigation of the ocean like a bird has a sense of direction. And to my knowledge the nearest current I needed to take was the North Equatorial Current. Yes, just what I needed! I swam in the direction of the current and soon found myself speeding down one of Mother Ocean's fastest interstates towards Rongelap Island.

At 6PM I let the tide push me up towards the beach on Rongelap Island. I of coarse was the only one there; this place was uninhabited. Perfect for a mermaid who hated human intervention! I watched the sun go lower in the sky, and I wanted to find a place to sleep for the night. Wondering up the beach I saw a small, L-shaped building a mile and half away on top of a hill in the distance. This surprised me; I thought this place was untouched by humans. At least that is what the internet said. I decided I would see if I could spend the night in that small building, I jogged towards the building.

I reached this mysterious L-shaped building which had no windows, just a door on every side of the building. As I circled the building looking for way of entry, I finally found a door unlocked. The door knob was a bit jammed and hard to open, but I managed to open the door. When I stepped inside the building it smelled really musty; I could tell this place had been deserted for quite some time. The first room I entered was some sort of office space, in the corner there was a chestnut colored desk with a very old computer on top of it. I wondered if the dinosaur still worked. If it did, did it have internet? Probably not. To see if there was electricity, I tried flipping on the light switch; nothing. I then began to look around the building for a generator. I passed by other rooms, I saw old looking filing cabinets, more stuff to flip through! Only as soon as I could find the generator!

Finally I found the generator I fiddled around with it I found something that basically was the "on switch". At first I was doubtful that this generator would turn on, I held my breath as I flipped the switch. Sure enough the generator buzzed to life, I was stunned! Yes! Now I would actually have a place for the night with electricity! On a deserted island too! Wow, bonus!

I went inside flipped on lights, turned on the heater, and they even had an old looking radio! I could catch up on some news if there were any radio stations! Sadly I only got static when I turned the dial on the radio. Oh well, I didn't much care. To be sure I scanned through a few channels, but there was no signal. I then went into the kitchen I looked through cabinets; there was food that had expired two years ago. No luck there! But I did find more pasta and nuts. I took those for my travels. (These non-perishable food items stay good forever). Munching on cashews I found in the cabinet, I looked at the time on my digital watch. It was only 7:30 PM. I remembered the filing cabinets from earlier. Curious, I decided to look through the files to get some information about this creepy old place.

In the room with the filing cabinets there were two cabinets lined up side by side and microscopes on a desk positioned against another wall. I was mainly only interested in the cabinets which were divided into the two sections of the alphabet. The first cabinet was marked A through M. Alike the second cabinet was marked N through Z. I looked in the first cabinet under H; the first thing I saw stunned me. I pulled out a newspaper article that was yellowing with age; the headline read, "Local Hawaiian Fisherman Claim to Have Seen Mermaids of the Coast of Maui." Then opening all the drawers, I noticed that everything here was all related to one thing... Mermaids.

I probably stayed up for three hours looking through those files sorting the ones I wanted to keep into a pile. This to me was golden information; one report in particular though really shocked me. The report told of a mermaid that had washed up on shore with a newborn infant in her arms. This report did not indicate whether the mermaid was dead or alive, it only gave a very detailed description of the infant. I read that the infant was taken to an orphanage in Hawaii; the report didn't specify where in Hawaii though. In the very bottom corner the date printed on it was March of 1999; fourteen years ago. Could this have been me? I resembled the mermaid very much in the picture. This report haunted me and of course I took it with me.

The next morning my backpack now weighed thirty pounds mainly because I was very interested in a lot of the files. I brought all the ones I wanted most in my bag. As I was about to leave I left everything as I had seen it before. I now knew this island wasn't totally uninhabited, this island had a deserted laboratory with interesting files. I would come back again soon. I was not anywhere near done investigating this place; it felt all too eerie.

_Back _in_Kaui._

The police who had come to the scene just yesterday, sent detectives to the condo. Amy was surprised the cops would go this far for a girl like Layla; timid and not very pretty in Amy's opinion. And if the investigation was going to get very pricey she may end up calling off her adopted daughter's investigation.

Detectives examined the scene, it was baffling. Trying to recreate a scene as tough as this was very difficult and required skill. Because of this, the police determined it would prolong the process.

"We're sorry Ma'am, but this seems to be quite an interesting case." Said one of the detectives.

"Will it cost me much?" Amy asked.

"Too early to decide give it five days and then we'll give estimation."

"Okay," Amy replied, "but please, do whatever it takes."
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Chapter 4: Risky Business

Before I left I swam to another nearby island; Ailinginae Atoll. I wanted to look at some of the maps that I had taken included in the files to plan my day's journey (now I don't have to use internet to plan my trip yay!). The next island eight hundred miles far south of here was Nauru which on the map said was inhabited. I calculated it would take me more or less twelve hours to swim there if I caught a current maybe even less time. I know eight hundred miles in one day sounds impossible, but not for a mermaid.

Looking for a current headed south, I found the South Equatorial Current. But I would have to swim about one hundred miles Southwest to hit this current; a little out of my way, but worth it. The current would carry me right near Nauru. All I would have to do is follow the current a little less than seven hundred miles then turn off towards Nauru. Genius!

I ate the rest of my turkey sandwich and drank a whole bottle of water before I left on my merry way. Swimming one hundred miles took me all of about forty-five minutes because I was hot to find the current. Soon enough I came to the current and I noticed I wasn't the only one taking advantage of this efficient way of travel; some dolphins were swimming alongside me. They were like very playful children. One even let me hitch a ride I grabbed onto its dorsal fin and the two of us shot through the water. It was quite the experience until the dolphin remembered not to wonder to far from its pod and turned back. I on the other hand continued ahead for about two hours until I saw some sea turtles. The turtles glanced at me, but probably mistook me as a dolphin that wondered to far from its pod. All the sea turtles of course were gentle beings who meant no harm. They were majestic and graceful in the way they swam. I gazed at them for fifteen minutes in awe as I glided along.

After four and half hours of swimming I came to shallow waters and stopped on a sandbar for a rest. There were only miles of endless sea around me. I pulled out some water and drank half the bottle, ate some almonds, and swam back towards the current.

It was 7:15 PM local time when I reached Nauru. I was STARVING! I wanted to see if they had a restaurant or something to grab a bite to eat in the small town of Arijejen, Nauru so I followed a road two mile to Waterfront Road. Here there were cute little ocean-side gift shops and restaurants; it reminded me of where I used to reside in Kauai (not that I missed it). As I strolled along on the road I noticed tourists. Nauru was probably a port for cruise ships so my get up with a tank top, shorts, a swimsuit, and flip flops helped me blend in with my surroundings.

Remembering that this was a foreign country other than the United States, I had to make a quick trip to the bank to swap some of my American currency to the Australian currency used on the island. That took me a painful half an hour because I was VERY hungry from all of my swimming, and there was a line of tourists waiting to exchange currencies. Finally I exchanged one hundred dollars in U.S. currency and received one hundred and six dollars and eighty-three cents in Australian currency.

There was a restaurant/bar called the Denig Oval which was again packed with bothersome tourists! Arg! I had to wait impatiently for forty-five minutes to sit down. When finally seated, the waitress came to take my order she looked at me funny...

"Are you waiting for someone?" she asked.

"No." I gulped.

"Why are you here on your own?" She questioned with a suspicious facial expression.

"Because, I am just really short for my age. I am really sixteen." I covered up.

"Oh, ah okay." She said.

"Wait here for a moment will you?"

"Sure, no problem." I said as kindly as I could muster.

_Oh great_, I thought, _now she's gonna get the manager out here and make a huge scene. _Sure enough she came back with a guy say around fifty? He was short, stubby and very chubby looking; his name tag read "Fredrick Manager."

"Hi, I am Fredrick," he said with a smile.

"Um, hi." I said nervously.

"Do you understand that this is a bar young lady?" he asked.

"Ah, well, kind of." I replied

"And do you know that if you are under the age of eighteen you are considered a minor? And the local law states that you must be accompanied by an adult twenty-one or older to sit here because you are a minor."

"Oh." I said with a sigh of relief.

"I will move to another table. I am so sorry" I said.

"Thank you," Fredrick smiled; he then headed back to his office.

"Well sorry about that small misunderstanding," the waitress said.

"Let me take your order," she said following me to another booth in the corner of the restaurant away from the bar.

"Okay," I said reading the menu.

"What are your specials today?" I inquired.

"Well, we do have our shrimp scampi..." she said with a twinkle in her eye.

"It's only six dollars and it comes with your choice of a side."

"Ooh," I replied, "sounds appetizing. I'll take that with a side of garden salad."

"Okay, and would you like something to drink?" She inquired politely.

"I'll take the orange juice." I replied. I was just plain tired of just drinking water.

"Okay" she said scribbling down my order on a notepad.

"The wait may be some time..."

"That's perfectly fine." I said glaring at some tourists sitting across from my table.

"Okay, it will be ready in about an hour." She stated grabbing my menu and walking away swiftly as most waitresses do. Or for that matter as she should, she is very nosy in my opinion. She could've just told me that I had to move away from the bar herself; the manager coming out here was not necessary.

While waiting I looked over the files and noticed out of the corner of my eye a women of about twenty glance at me. I glanced over at her and she quickly turned away. I then knew that she was a threat to my DARK secret and these articles had mermaid written all over them. So I gathered them up and put them away, making a personal note never to examine them in a public place EVER again. Wondering eyes were just too risky, I had to stay as discrete as possible.

Because Of the lady sitting nearby I was pressured to not take forever consuming all of my food. I was done within ten minutes and left my tip (very little mind you) for the waitress and my bill. As I walked towards the door I noticed the woman do the same. This was REALLY freaking me out now. I then decided to try to lose her in a crowd of tourists. This was sadly unsuccessful so I just confronted her.

"Why are you stalking me?" I asked trying to cut to the chase.

The woman looked stunned.

"Ah, I" she stuttered.

"That's right; you have no excuse so please stop following me!" I shouted with the fiercest glare I could do. The women then turned and disappeared into the crowd.

"Weird" I said to myself.

After this encounter, I was very frightened. Did she know I was... mer?

Weirded out, I tried looking for a place to stay for one night only. I wanted to be away from people by morning. I found a hotel called Aiwo Hotel. The rates were cheap and it was a place to rest. I ended up getting a small room; I showered and watched a bit of television only to catch up on news... I listened to one news report though...

"This is a late night news alert there was a teenage girl of age fourteen that was reported missing Saturday," the reporter rattled. A picture of ME flashed on the screen; I was petrified. What was today? Tuesday? Had Amy found out a day early? Questions filled my mind; I only knew one thing for sure though. I NEEDED to get out of here because things were getting very dangerous. I planned to leave in five hours in the dead of night... So I shut off the television, set an alarm, shut off the light, and went straight to sleep.

_Back_in_Kauai._

It had been three full days that Layla had gone missing and the word was out. Amy would ground Layla for life when she was found. There was already a pile of dirty dishes in the sink waiting to be done and a mountain of stinky laundry on the floor next to the washer waiting to be washed. Amy was getting a lot of sympathy at work as well. People would say, "I heard what happened. I am so sorry for you." or "Is there anything you want? I know it must be hard for you." Amy was not only taking advantage of Layla's absence; she was enjoying the sympathy from others.

_Back_in_Nauru._

I got my things together, straightened up the hotel room, and dropped of the keys to the room in the lobby. Heading for the beach I realized it was a few hours to sunrise. I found a sea cliff fifteen feet off the water; I jumped off and landed in the water with a huge splash. I sped off through the salty ocean water towards the horizon.
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Chapter 5: In the Solomon Islands

It has been six hours since I have left Nauru traveling on the E.A.C. (East Australian Current where have we heard that before? A Disney movie?) A straight shot to the Solomon Islands. I was pressing on towards reaching Honiara in the Solomon Islands. From here to my destination there weren't any islands that are actually named; these atolls were like very small, minor, and unnoticed atolls preceded by beautiful coral reefs with vibrantly colored fish. My dream places to stop and rest. I loved letting myself explore these gorgeous coral reefs teeming with marine life. Then of course there was a long stretch of beach surrounding the coral reef. The beach is perfect for me to get out my maps and glance over them while I munch on a small little something just for about twenty minutes before I head back towards the E.A.C.

I stopped when I saw the first signs of an atoll, a coral reef. There was neon colored fish; they were the most brilliant, bright hues of blue, green, purple, pink surrounding me all at once. It was all just very pupil-dilating! I can't even begin to even list the various types of marine life! And here is a little fun fact... According to Charles Darwin atolls are formed through some kind of volcanic activity. Interesting huh? (If you want more info Google it).  
>When I reached the beach, my digital watch showed 12PM (the cool thing about my watch is that it keeps up with changing time zones so I always have the exact time wherever I am). I slung my bag down and plopped onto the sand. Unzipping my bag, I pulled out a water bottle, some pea nuts, my maps, and an article to read while I just rested my body from vigorous swimming. Seconds later after unscrewing the cap to my water bottle, I gulped down three-fourths of the water. I was VERY dehydrated and needed fluids desperately. Next I tore open my bag of peanuts in haste; they flew everywhere. Darn. Should have listened to that pesky little saying, "Haste makes waste." But if you didn't know I am a strong believer in the five second roll. So you know what I did, I quickly gathered the peanuts off the sand and went down to the water and rinsed them. So much for their salty flavoring. Oh well, I despised to much salt on my nuts anyway. I put the handful of nuts in my mouth and crunched on them while glancing over the map and reading an article. The article read, "Mermaids, Fact or Fiction?" Well, since I am mer the answer to that was quite obvious for me. Jumping to the conclusion of the article, it concluded that mermaids were fiction. Lies! Honestly this article was kind of offensive and you know why. Irritated, I half folded the article, reached for my unzipped backpack, and jammed it in along with my empty water bottle and the empty bag of nuts. Twenty minutes had gone and passed, as it had been about half an hour and I needed to pack up and go. Slinging my water-tight bag on my back, I ran clumsily (It feels awkward to use your legs after swimming for so long) into the waves and plunged into the water.<br>Are you into Indian food? I LOVE Indian food especially lamb curry (YUMMIES!) so you can probably guess where I ate In Honiara. I ate at an Indian restaurant called Taj Mahal; it was a little crowded which was good for me trying to be low profile. I ordered sweet lassi, a drink that is basically drinkable yogurt (totality different than Danimals) that contains a lot of sugar. I nibbled on some naan and Pyaaz Ki Chutney to dip it in, and for my main course some lamb curry.  
>"Vwat would like to order today?" said the waiter, an Indian man that was about forty-five.<br>"I'll order the sweet lassi, naan with Pyaaz Ki Chutney for an appetizer, and your best lamb curry with your finest Basmati rice."  
>"You have a good taste young lady." said the waiter with a wide grin and a heavy accent. He then walked to the kitchen returning two minutes later with my beverage and a straw. I then sipped happily until he came back about seven minutes later with my naan.<br>"Thank you." I said.  
>"My pleasure, I will be back soon with your food."<br>I smiled at him as he turned and left; he seemed kind, but suspicious too. I racked my brain for any reason why such a kind waiter would be a possible threat. In the midst of my wondering he came back a third time with my food.  
>"And here you are," he said smirking.<br>"Enjoy."  
>That did it! A smirk? I knew something was up. I stopped him before he was five steps away.<br>"Just curious what did you put in this." I tried to say as unsuspecting as possible. I even batted my eyes to make me appear even more innocent.  
>"Oh you know what you would typically find in a lamb curry, bay leaves, black cardamom, cinnamon sticks, peppercorns_"<br>"Well I can smell something that shouldn't be in here." I interrupted. Just then another woman glanced over to me, who probably thought I was making a scene.  
>"What accusations are you making here?" the waiter answered not trying to lose his cool.<br>This time the woman who glanced over moments before walked over to my table.  
>"Well I am not accusing_" I stopped dead as I looked straight into the woman's face. She was the woman who had been stalking me in Nauru. Crap. What should I do? A.) I could run out of the restaurant like a crazy lunatic. B.) I could pretend to faint. C.) I could pretend that she was someone I knew, and just pretend like everything was just fine. Strangely I did none of the above and I ignored her for the moment.<br>"Hey look sir," I replied trying not to sound shocked.  
>"I was only joking; compliments to the chef." I pretended to joke.<br>"Ah thanks," he replied somewhat confused as he tried to head to the kitchen like this never happened. Probably trying to make this moment a little less awkward.  
>"Who are you and what do you want now?" I whispered in the woman's direction who now thought she had an invitation to sit down at my table.<br>"I am Linda and I think I can help you." she purposed.  
>"I am Lucy." I lied just to be on the safe side.<br>"You don't trust me do you?" Linda replied.  
>"If you think I am lying about my name what is it?" I retorted.<br>"Layla" she said straight out. My eyes widened. She really did know my name!

"What else do you know about me?" I asked.  
>"A lot." she boasted.<br>"How do you know so much?" I interrogated.  
>"I can tell you all I know if you will please come with you," she assured. You and I both know I will never go with strangers, even if they are a lady (common sense).<br>"Like I am going to walk off with someone I have never met." I reasoned.  
>"Ah, so you're not that easy?" she replied.<br>"Yup." I crossed my arms pleased with myself.  
>"Well you know I have enough information already to turn you in..." she threatened.<br>I gulped. What information does she have? Did she see me in the rocks going from fluke to feet? I was already in deep kimchi, but then my genius brain came up with an idea. I knew the curry was poisoned, I wondered if she did too.  
>"I will come with you as soon as you eat the curry."<br>"Look you and I both know the curry has been poisoned, the smell indicates it."  
>"Do you know why he poisoned it?" I questioned.<br>Linda leaned in close to my ear.  
>"Because I told him to through bribery." she said flatly.<br>"Why?"  
>"To see if you would pass the test."<br>"Well I got an A plus." I smiled trying not to show any hint of confusion about this "test".  
>"Yup." Linda said looking as if she was relieved.<br>"What exactly are you getting out of this?" I asked.  
>"Come with me and I will tell you." she tried to convince me again.<br>"I will, but right outside the restaurant only on a bench or something." I replied.  
>Have you figured out my logic? If she tried to hurt me in any way shape or form it would be visible to public eyes, and I could run if necessary.<br>"Fine." she said.  
>I got up and walked towards the door, with Linda following leaving money but no tip. I wasn't going to leave the waiter extra money when he was bribed into poisoning me. The only reason I did leave money is so that I wouldn't be accused of dining and dashing.<br>We sat down on a curb behind the restaurant near the dumpster, probably so people won't hear us here. Boy was it stinky though, there were even flies circling the dumpster. Trying to ignore the stench, I tried to get some information from this Linda lady. Again, how much did she know about me?  
>"So, how do you think you can help me?" I inquired.<br>"Well first before I say anything else, let's lay our cards on the table."  
>"Okay" I said, with butterflies inside my stomach.<br>"First let me do something." She turned towards the building behind us and there was a security camera. Good thing she saw that before I said anything, well you know, secret. She looked at the camera, and then at the swift movement of her hand the camera froze. Yes FROZEN, like it was covered in ice.  
>"Whoa." I said stunned.<br>"How did you do that?" I questioned. That was only one question, I had a million more. If this woman could freeze it, then was she like me, a mer? And if she was mer, did all mermaids have a unique ability like that?  
>"It is a gift she said, more on that later." she explained.<br>"Right now though, let me just say that I am like you." Linda noted.  
>"And there are MANY more like us, all around the world. I know people in Brisbane, Australia who can help you; a lot." she clarified.<p>

"Then why did you threaten to turn me in?" I questioned her again.

"It was just bait to get you to come with me." Linda stated as if it didn't matter.  
>"How are you going to help me?" I interrogated even more.<br>"Well for starters, you obviously need a new identity, my cousin Kara; can give you a total new makeover. Then of course my boyfriend, Jake, is really smart with computers, he could hack into the system and get you an ID."  
>"Oh that's great and all, but right now I am just interested in why you even tried to poison me." I interrupted.<br>"You know I didn't want to, but I had to do it." Linda began.  
>"I didn't have a choice; it is the way that the Delegation of the Mermish People decided to test you. Again though, I am so sorry" she apologized.<br>"What is this Mermish Delegation? And why do they test people that way?" I asked trying to get as many details as possible.  
>"It is supposed to test you in how well you can sense a trap." Linda clarified.<br>"It sounds weird, but that is how they see if you are even worthy to have a tail." she went on.  
>"And since you passed the test, you are worthy to enter in the society of mermaids. Consider it an honor, very FEW outsider mers make into our international society of mermaids. It's a shame that the test is so difficult to pass, but it is better that word does not to slip out about us. Humans are just too risky to tell."<br>"Wow." I said plainly. I was overwhelmed with information, so many questions finally answered! But then there were now a bazillion more questions that needed answers.  
>"So now what?" I asked.<br>"We head for Brisbane."  
>_Back_in_Kauai._<br>To many days had passed since Layla had disappeared. What if something really bad had actually happened to Layla? Amy wondered. The detectives were pretty clueless about the whole thing...  
>"Well, it has been passed seventy-two hours. After such time has passed, we are not certain if Layla is alive or dead. And we still have no clue of where Layla could have disappeared too." the detective said looking very fatigued.<p>

"We have been here for four days investigating, and cannot draw any conclusions."  
>"Does she have any motivation to run away?" the confused detective asked.<br>"Not that I could think of." Amy lied. Amy thought she was very sure why Layla would run away, just so she could get out of doing chores. And if the detectives were not able to find Layla, then Amy may have to herself.
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Chapter 6: Arriving in Brisbane

I got up of the curb and Linda followed.  
>"Let me arrange a plane, it is about one thousand three hundred miles from here to Brisbane, Australia. It would take us probably four days to swim from here to Brisbane." Linda noted.<br>"Really? It may take you that long, but I could be there in a day and half. Thanks to the currents I take." I boasted.  
>"Every smart mer takes the currents." Linda began.<br>"But you must have swimming extremely fast as a special ability, very few can do that. That is something to be proud of, you are gifted." Linda smiled.  
>"How fast do normal mermaids usually travel?" I inquired.<br>"Typically it depends. It can all depend on a lot of factors such as age, weight, size, stamina. But a rough guess would be sixty-four to one hundred and three kilometers per hour at the max." explained Linda.  
>"I can go seventy-five miles per hour, and my max I think is probably eighty-five to ninety miles per hour. But I have only gone that fast in a hurry." I bragged again.<br>"Layla, that's really cool and all but if you haven't noticed we are kind of out in the open, and I can convert your mile in my head. I am not from the U.S. remember?" Linda said.  
>"But I have SO many questions and I can't do your conversions in my head either," I whined.<br>"I know, but we'll talk more later." Linda insisted.  
>"Fine." I said reluctantly<br>"Let's catch that plane." I said.

An hour later the two of us were at the Honiara International Airport, and where climbing into the cockpit of a small biplane.  
>"How long will take us to get to Brisbane?" I asked.<br>"Oh, about seven hours." Linda said plainly.  
>"What!" I complained.<br>"Seven hours in this confined space? I am gonna die!"  
>"You'll be fine; you will probably just catch up on your sleep." Linda remarked.<br>Just then our pilot boarded the plane, he was about thirty-five, and he was Hispanic.  
>"Hello, I am your pilot today." he said with a smile.<br>"You can call me, Juan."  
>"Alright nice to know, now let's just get this show on the road." I implied.<br>"Layla, be a more kind please." reprimanded Linda.  
>"Oh so now you think you can act like my Mom and boss me around? I don't think so." I argued.<br>"Please don't make this flight harder than it already is. No one wants to hear your complaining for the next seven hours." Linda retorted.  
>"I am_" I stopped. What was the point? Linda, I hate to say, was right for one. Juan probably didn't want to hear me complain, neither did Linda. I would just make them more irritable.<br>"Sorry Juan." I apologized.  
>"It's fine princessa." he replied with a smirk as he buckled up.<br>I fake smiled back. I hated it when people called me princessa, like I am a spoiled brat. That is TOTALLY not the case. I buckled up noticing that both Juan and Linda were both buckled. Juan flipped switches on, and go ready for takeoff. Five minutes later we were lifting off the ground.  
>Within twenty minutes I fell asleep; swimming day after day wears you out. I REALLY needed to catch up on my sleep.<br>I woke up about four hours later.  
>"Hey sleepy head." Linda said with a board expression.<br>"Hey." I replied stretching and yawning sleepily. There was a pause.  
>"Sorry about earlier" I began.<br>"I was just exhausted and grumpy."  
>"I understand." Linda replied gazing out of the cockpit window into what seemed as an endless sea of clouds.<br>Since there was about three hours more of the flight, I decided I would just kill time and play a computer game on my laptop. I couldn't take out the articles, not in front of Juan.  
>"Hey Juan, is there any wifi on this plane? I am just curious." I asked.<br>"No, sorry princessa." Juan admitted.  
>Again, I was getting insulted by that word.<br>"Ok." I sulked.  
>So you can guess what I did for the next three hours. I played solitaire on the laptop for three hours straight. So boring!<br>Finally we landed at Brisbane Airport at 8PM, when we arrived we thanked Juan, and took a taxi to Linda's apartment.  
>"This is a nice place you have here." I said trying to ignore how small the place was.<br>"It's home." Linda replied with a heavy sigh.  
>"You hungry? I can make something if you are." Linda suggested.<br>"Okay." I yawned. We had simple lasagna for supper, and then of course we were tired from our flight so we went to bed.  
>The next morning, we slept in until 9:30. I felt a whole lot less exhausted.<br>After a small breakfast of oatmeal and toast, we dressed and went to see Jake. Jake was Kara's boyfriend who was a computer nerd.  
>"Hello. Anyone home?" I asked knocking on the door. Jake opened the door.<br>"Hi, I haven't seen you in two weeks." he greeted Linda.  
>"And this must be Layla." he said with a smile.<br>"Yup." I stepped nearer cautiously.  
>"Cool, come on in." he advised.<br>We all went inside to Jake's living room, he brought out some tortilla chips ,salsa, and refreshments.  
>"How was your flight home yesterday?" Jake asked dipping a chip in salsa and eating it.<br>"Good." Linda said  
>"For me anyway." Linda smiled.<br>"What happened?" Jake questioned looking at me.  
>"Juan the pilot kept calling me princessa. I hated him." I replied. Jake chuckled.<br>"Well then, I'll take a note of that never to call you princessa." Jake joked. I partially smiled.  
>"So about your ID." Jake mentioned.<br>"Yes about that. How long would it take you to hack into the system to get her a fake identity?" Linda asked.  
>"Depends." Jake answered taking a sip of soda.<br>"Depends on what?" I asked curiously.  
>"Well, it depends on you." Jake began.<br>"What are you willing to give? And what do you want me to do?"  
>"I will give you ninety bucks and put in this information into the system. Then give me a fake birth certificate and an ID to register her in school." Linda offered passing Jake some papers.<br>"Okay, I will give you a discount, sixty-five dollars and in return give me three to four days. And you'll have it." Jake agreed.  
>"Alright then it's settled." Linda said standing up.<br>"Come on Layla, we have errands to run."  
>_Back_in_Kauai._<br>Amy was very sure of going after Layla. The only problem was where would she start? Layla could be anywhere. After the detectives left the house from doing another day's work of unsuccessful investigation, Amy pulled out her laptop and Googled recent disappearances in Kauai. Layla of course popped up, she thought of where Layla could have gone. But her mind was blank, after all Layla could be anywhere in the whole world. This would be harder than she thought.
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We left Jake's house and drove about fifteen minutes on the freeway until we exited onto Creekside Road. Linda made a left and pulled into a parking lot in front of a building with a sign that read, 'Super Sassy Spa and Salon.' I tensed reading the sign; I had never been in a salon to actually get my hair done. Amy always dragged me along to get her hair and nails done so I could "socialize," but I know that she actually took me with her to just to let me watch in envy it never really bothered me all that much). I hated it; I finally just realized to bring a book to read while she and the salon stylists would gossip.

When we walked in, there was a lady who was sitting at a desk reading the latest edition of Vogue. She glanced up from her magazine; she was the only one at the salon.

"Oh hey, when was your appointment again?" the lady said with a smirk looking up from her magazine.

"I didn't make one Kara." Linda replied smiling, "You know that."

"Of course, I knew that." Kara agreed smirking even wider.

"How are you? I haven't seen you for three weeks." Kara asked.

"Well you know I had to go on that mission." Linda began.

"Oh yeah to get this chika?" Kara added pointing at me.

"Yup, she came all the way from Hawaii in about five days' time." Linda began.

"She is quite remarkable, and she passed the test too." Linda went on.

"Wow! I didn't think anyone could swim that fast. Swimming at extreme speeds must be one of your special abilities!" Kara beamed as she checked her schedule to make sure that our visit wouldn't run into any other appointments.

"It doesn't look like I have any other appointments today; that'll give us plenty of time to give you a complete makeover." Kara stated.

"Then maybe we can go shopping for Layla; she only brought like two changes of clothes." Linda offered.

"Oh yeah, that would be awesome." Kara agreed.

"What do you think Layla? Wanna go shopping?" Linda asked turning to look at me.

"Who is paying?" I asked concerned that a shopping spree may be something we couldn't afford.

"Don't worry about money, today I just want you to enjoy yourself. Besides the Mermish Delegation will pay me back anyway so I am not paying anything." Linda told me.

"Well then! Let's shop 'til we drop!" I was thrilled; I never had anyone offer to spend money on only me. My Mom always made me wear old worn clothing that she out-grew as a teenager.

"Okay let's get started," Kara said with confidence as she led me over to a swivel chair in front of a mirror with various hair supplies by it. Kara took out a covering and put it on me so hair wouldn't land in my lap. She then got out a binder; and vigorously started flipping pages inside with many cute looking hairstyles.

"We could layer your hair." she recommended glancing at a few layered looks.

"It's really in right now, and we could also dye your hair a very light auburn. It would complement your hazel eyes very well." Linda offered.

"I really like auburn hair; and you seem to know what you are doing. So it's fine with me." I agreed.

"Fabulous." Linda mumbled lost in a fashion magazine.

"Great." Kara said in agreement grabbing scissors and a detangling spray.

Finally after thirty-five minutes of Kara snipping away and talking non-stop about leather boots she found at the mall for twenty dollars, I was ready to fall asleep. She didn't even notice my bored facial expression, until she was done layering my hair. She led me over to a sink, and made me lean my head on the edge of the sink so she could shampoo my hair. This time I decided I wanted some answers to some questions; so I started interrogating.

"So let me get this straight," I said before Kara could start another dull conversation about whatever. "You both are cousins and you both are mermaids."

"Yup. My tails is s a deep Sapphire kind of purple." Kara replied.

"May I see it?" I inquired. They hadn't seen my tail, and I hadn't seen theirs.

"Not now. What if someone outside walks by and sees me?"

"Okay then, maybe later?" I asked.

"Sure." Kara answered pulling shampoo out of a cabinet, putting on rubber gloves, and turning on the facet.

"Is Jake a mer too?" I questioned.

"Yes and no." Linda started. "Jake is what we call an aqua-hominis, which is Latin for 'water human.' "

"What?" I said confused.

"Jake still has unique abilities and gills to breath under water, but he doesn't grow a tail. The only reason the Mermish Delegation accepted him was because he was the child of a merfolk couple. Something went wrong in his genes. It was just a bit of a mishap, but he is still accepted as a citizen." Linda explained.

"Oh." I answered, "That makes a little more sense."

Then Kara began to lather the shampoo on my scalp; it felt like my head was getting a massage.

"Ahhhh," I expressed, "That feels so relaxing."

"Good," Kara replied strenuously rubbing her hands on my scalp.

"Let me know if you feel like your legs are starting to fuse together Layla, I don't want you undergoing mermaid metamorphosis while I am washing your hair." Linda cautioned.

"I will be sure and do that. But I don't think we have to worry, it takes me twenty minutes for a total transformation to occur." I advised Kara. There was silence, it wasn't awkward.

"Layla how good are you with accents? ' Linda looked up from her magazine at me.

"Mmm, I am alright with accents, but not extraordinary." I tell her.

"If that is so, perhaps you should practice an Aussie accent. After all it is important to adapt. People will know if you're a foreigner if sound like one, and thus suspicion could arise."

"Yeah, probably something I should pick up real quick." I rub my face. Linda shrugs, shuffling her magazine.

"You'll catch on quick, I can already tell you're a fast learner."

After five minutes of thoroughly shampooing my hair, Kara washed all the shampoo out. She then conditioned my hair, adding moisture to my intensely damaged, dry hair. After all I had spent the last five days swimming across the south-pacific. My hair was pretty dried out from all the salt water.

"That's a lot better; your hair was really frizzy, and dried out from your adventure across the sea." Kara noticed.

"Yeah sorry about that; I forgot to take hair products with me." I chuckled.

"Your hair is cleaned, so let's go dye it now," Kara said.

"I am so glad I didn't transform." I noticed because my legs were just starting to want to fuse.

Opening the cabinet, Kara looked at all the shades of auburn dyes in the cabinet and saw one that suited me. She grabbed it, and turned back to me, the cabinet door closing behind her. She followed the instructions on the back and let it soak in my hair for twenty-five minutes until she washed it out.

"Now that I am done styling your hair, I can move on to doing your nails." Kara stated putting away all the supplies used to dye my hair.

"Layla, come pick what color you want for your nails." Kara said walking towards the huge shelf that displayed all the various colors of nail polish. There were probably about one hundred and fifty colors to choose from sorted from lights to darks; I was overwhelmed with choices.

"Do you have any say on a color that would match my tail? A neutral shade of blue or purple?" I asked clueless about what on earth to choose.

"Hmmm maybe..." Kara didn't finish her sentence.

"Ok." I said glimpsing at the blue-purple section.

I snatched up a light blue color of nail polish. It was kind of a turquoise color. It reminded of the sea and it matched my tail.

Beckoning me to a table with a heat lamp and a fan; Kara washed her hands and put her hair back in a quick, messy bun. I was silent as she intricately did two of my finger nails on my right hand; I was fascinated by her skill. After five minutes Kara broke the silence.

"What do you think you might want at the mall?" Kara inquired.

"Clothes." I joked being generic.

"What kind of clothes?" she said with a half-smile.

"Whatever is at the mall." I told her.

"There's a lot of clothes at the mall." Kara said.

"Summer time clothing then." I answered.

"Okay," Kara said back plainly. By now she probably got the hint that I wasn't in the mood for chit chat about fashion like she was. So I decided now was a great time to change the subject.

"Read any good books lately?"

"Me? Reading books for fun?" She responded.

"Nope. Never gonna happen girl." Kara said with a smirk.

"I figured." I said pleased with myself.

"You're such a bookworm Layla." Kara labeled me.

"What is so interesting about staring at words on paper anyway?" Kara asked me with an actual glint of curiosity in her eyes.

"It's not just staring at words on paper." I retorted.

"In fact it is way more than that. Reading is enjoying a heart-felt story whether fiction or non-fiction."

"What a meaningful answer." Linda interjected pulling up a chair and sitting next to me.

"Why thank you." I said smiling even wider.

"Whatever." Kara responded obviously annoyed with Linda and me.

We were all silent after that; who knew Kara could be so easily offended just by asking about if she reads for enjoyment. For ten minutes she did my nails in silence, waited for them to dry under the heat lamp and fan. Kara then applied a coat of clear coating with some sparkles in them.

"Nice, all done." Kara said like as if she was relieved.

Relieved about the strain of patience it takes to do nails precisely or putting up with me and my talk of books? I didn't know. Kara put her supplies back on the shelf, and tidied up the salon. We then left for the mall when the clear coating on my nails was 100% dry.

The parking lot at the mall wasn't all that crowded, so I was glad we wouldn't have to deal with crowds. If you've read previous chapters, you know how much I hate crowds of people. Inside, I was amazed at the map and how many stores there were. You have to remember this was my first time I had really been to a mall; to have a shopping spree that is.

"Whoa, so many stores." I said amazed.

"Girl, where have you been for the past century?" Kara asked.

"There have always been malls as far as I can remember."

"You haven't met Amy, my 'Mom' she isolated me in a house to do chores." I complained.

"How did you live?" Kara asked astonished.

"To live with her was difficult. Amy treated me like Cinderella, and if not possibly worse. It was a miracle I didn't go insane," I replied.

"Geese," Linda butted in. Linda seemed to randomly jump into conversations at just the right moment, I loved her wit.

For the next four and half hours, I swear I tried on every shirt, pair of pants, tank top, and pair of shoes in the whole entire freakin' mall. By the end of this whirlwind of changing in and out of clothes, I was grumpy. I thought shopping was supposed to be fun.

"Okay we finally found some outfits that are your taste and style that you could wear to school. Now we have to find accessories to match." Kara stated.

"Will this be more fun than trying on clothes?" I grumbled.

"Way more fun." Kara told me deep in thought. She was probably checking off things on a mental check list. We then ventured into a store like Claire's, but more mature. We spent probably five hundred dollars on accessories, like earrings, bracelets, small and simple handbags, necklaces. You name it, we bought it. At 7:30 PM we were done. I wanted to plop on Linda's couch and crash. We got to the car, and all I remember is buckling my seat belt and Linda pulling into her parking space at her apartments; after dropping off Kara at her house.

_Back_in_Kauai._

After a whole day of searching the internet, Amy came up with just a list of where Layla may have possibly run to. It may have been totally off, but she was sure that it was where Layla had gone. Amy's list looked like this:

Possible Locations of Layla's Whereabouts

1. Maui

2. Oahu

3. Molokai

Amy looked over her list, and then asked herself how Layla would ever get to the other Hawaiian Islands. After all Layla couldn't just swim a distance that far to reach any other Hawaiian Islands. Or could she? But how? None of it made sense, someone would have to take her there; be it boat or plane. If Layla did get someone to take her then who would it be? Why would they even bother with Layla? And if she did get someone to take her, could it be possibly anywhere out of Hawaii or even the country?
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I woke up at the sound of the front door swinging open, Linda was carrying Starbucks. That motivated me to get out of bed.

"I got you something from Starbucks," Linda said setting her car keys down on the coffee table.

"Did you get me non-fat caramel latte?" I asked hoping for my favorite.

"No, I didn't know what you liked so I got hot cocoa." She replied.

"Thank you, I appreciate you thinking of me." I told her hoping she wouldn't think me ungrateful.

"You're welcome," she answered simply.

I hoped she knew that I really was trying to be gracious. I don't want to give the impression that I am never thankful. Trust me; I am _very_ grateful after living with Amy.

"So what do you want for breakfast?" Breakfast? Oh yeah, the most important meal of the day. I wasn't very hungry, so I hesitated to tell Linda what I felt like.

"Egg sandwiches?" I offered.

"That's fine, not time consuming," Linda agreed already in the kitchen rummaging through pots and pans.

"Do we have anything to do today?" I inquired.

"Well since today is Thursday I have classes I need to go to tonight, and I have a shift at Chili's Grill this afternoon." Linda explained.

"So I called Kara and she said she would watch you."

"Kara? Watch me? WHY!" I moaned.

"She'll just talk to me about boys and fashion_"

"Kara is not doing that with you today," Linda interjected.

"She wants to show you something."

Kara showing me something other than girly stuff? Impressive. Now I was actually interested.

"What does she want to show me?" I beamed.

"She didn't even tell me, she wants it to be a surprise I guess." Linda said. Well that left me guessing, all I could predict was that it maybe had something to do with our well-kept secret.

"Fine." I muttered disappointed with Linda's lack of knowledge.

Moving to the table, I decided it wouldn't do any good to keep guessing, so I asked Linda about her 'classes.'

"So where do you go to college?"

"I go to Calamvale Community College just to get my required classes done. Then I may move on to earn my masters in marine biology or possibly something in the arts."

"Whoa, marine biology? Did you ever think you may have a difficult time with that since well you know… you're a freakin' mermaid?" I did the favor of reminding her.

"I have actually talked it over with Kara, and even the Mermish Delegation. Both were apprehensive at first, but they did consider and do not totally object." Linda informed me as she cooked eggs in the pan.

"Why did you ever pick that anyway?" I questioned. Science to me was kind of dull. Personally I wouldn't choose a field in any kind of sciences; it isn't my calling.

"Well Layla, I am a very logical person. I for one, am curious about the ocean and my kind. If I am from the ocean, don't you think I ought to know as much as possible about it?" Linda began.

"I see your point." I said nodding my agreement.

"But then if decided on art, that could take me anywhere…" Linda added.

"Oh yeah it could. In fact Linda, did you ever want to become a writer?" I suggested.

"No, not really, but it sounds intriguing. I may consider it." Linda said flipping the eggs.

Five minutes later, Linda and I were enjoying orange juice and egg sandwiches.

"So do you need help with anything around the house?" I offered. I figured that if I was gonna live with someone, I may as well do chores to lend a hand.

"Layla, I appreciate your thoughtfulness, but I know how much work you had to do for Amy." Linda affirmed.

"This is different," I began, "I actually want to help you."

"Well okay. If you put it that way, I suppose I will let you help. But to make it fair, I will develop a system where it isn't all put on you." Linda explained grabbing a notepad and pen.

"Every Saturday is laundry day," Linda went on jotting down her down her ideas.

"And whoever makes meals will not be responsible for dishes." I joined in.

"Every two weeks, we will each clean the house on Sunday afternoons. That means the bathroom, living rooms, and bedroom…" Linda then hesitated.

I knew what she was thinking; I couldn't just live in her living room. If per say it was only her bedroom like she was implying.

"About that, I have been meaning to move apartments actually. This place does only have one bedroom." Linda stated.

"We could just move to another one here in this complex," I suggested.

"That may be awhile…" Linda said thinking probably of when we could move.

"I can wait. It wouldn't take more than a weekend to move all this stuff probably." I told her

"Yeah, you're right I don't have that much stuff," Linda responded.

"Let me think about that, I will get back to you." Linda said deep in thought.

"Alright, cool with me; no rush." I tried not to imply that I was pressuring her to move out.

"You done with breakfast?" Linda looked to me.

"Yes," I answered.

"Will you wash the dishes please?" Linda commanded pointing at the sink.

"Oh yeah sure," I obeyed her.

"Do you have gloves?"  
>"You won't need them to wash only a couple of dishes." Linda reminded me.<p>

"You have to remember we don't morph that instantaneously."

"That's right." I said gathering the dishes and walking into the kitchen I noticing that it was 9:45 AM.

Later that morning we both de-cluttered and cleaned the apartment; I vacuumed, cleaned the kitchen, and organized my space in the living room. Linda cleaned the bathroom, and tidied her cluttered bedroom. Finally about 11:30 AM we were both done cleaning.

"I have to leave by 1:45 PM for my shift at Chili's so I will go get ready for that. On my way there I will drop you at Kara's." Linda informed me.

"Okay I will be ready by then." I responded.

"Oh and one more thing, Kara told me for you to bring a sweatshirt. Remember to do that." Linda prompted me.

"Alright," I replied reaching for my laptop.

"Oh and what's your wi-fi password?" I asked opening my laptop and turning it on.

"The router name is 'Bubble' and the password is 'oceanlover1990.' " Linda specified. After putting in the password, I had access to the fastest internet I had ever used. I had A LOT of catching up do on emails, so I logged into my gmail. I had all but one email in my inbox titled, "I KNOW WHERE YOU ARE LAYLA" from "YOU KNOW WHO." I froze, do I open it? I thought of Linda. She'd know what to do.

"Linda!" I called with panic in my voice.

"Is something wrong Layla?" Linda answered back half-alert sensing the worry in my tone of voice.

"Come here." I called back.

"What is the matter?" Linda was saying as she strode over to my side.

I pointed to the email, her eyes widened larger then saucers.

"Poop," was all Linda could muster.

"What do we do?" I tried not to fret.

"We show Jake, don't open it. Just log out of your email." Linda instructed me sensing that it was the best thing to do. Without question, I logged out of my Gmail. The anxiety was already setting in, I was about to have a panic attack.

"Oh crap." I fumed setting down my laptop on the coffee table.

I lied on the couch; I stared at the ceiling trying to contain my fear. I guess I really had underestimated Amy. That is if she was this "YOU KNOW WHO."

"Layla calm down, I doubt Amy will ever even come close to finding you." Linda tried to reassure me.

"Right now, we need to focus at what is at hand." Linda advised.

"Like may I suggest not surfing the web? You should get your mind off things." Linda went on.

"Can I take a bubble bath?" I asked. It was the most random thought; the idea just popped into my mind.

"Sure, I will move out of the bathroom for you. But keep in mind; you only have about forty-five minutes before you need to get ready to go."

"Okay, I said I will set a timer on my laptop while I listen to some soothing music."

"No you shouldn't. A laptop in there might just tempt you to think about that email. How about you listen to Pandora on my i-pod. I will tell you when time is up."

"Ok," I agreed shutting off my laptop.

I shut and locked the bathroom door behind me, then turned to the counter and turned on some piano music, my favorite for relaxing. Walking over to the tub I turned on the facet for warm water, and plugged the drain when the water temperature was to my liking. Lastly I poured bath beads into the tub, and stripped down to nothing, throwing my clothing on the bathroom tile in a pile. I climbed into the bathtub. Within two minutes every muscle in my body was eased, at three minutes my legs were starting to fuse. Five minutes went by and I drifted off into a light snooze.

In my dream I was swimming through a coral reef admiring all the marine life, but then I saw another fluke much like mine pass by. Out of curiosity I swam over to see what the other fluke really was. It was another mermaid; she was almost a resemblance of me but not quite. Instead of a turquoise and violet tail like mine, she had a solid, deep blue tail as dark as the deepest depths of the ocean. She had brown hair with highlights of gold, and eyes exactly like mine. She could almost be related to me. But before I could proceed in asking her anything, I was awakened to a loud knock on the door.

"Get ready to go please Layla!" Linda shouted through the door.

"Do you have any towels?" I asked looking around the bathroom for a towel.

"In the cabinet, Can you reach it?" she asked trying to help me.

"No," I said fully aware that while I dosed off I had sprouted a tail.

"May I come in to assist you?" Linda proposed. I wasn't nude, luckily when I transform I have a top that covers my chest area so I was fine.

"Please," I pleaded Linda.

"I'm coming in," Linda told me, unlocking the door.

The first thing Linda noticed was my tail; she stared at it as if she had never seen such a thing. I couldn't tell if her eyes were glued to it in a good way.

"What?" I said breaking her gaze.

"I was admiring your fish tail," she stated still awed.

"What color is your tail?" I inquired.

"It is a dark shade of kelp green, but yours is just bizarre." Linda answered.

"Why is it bizarre?" I was a little offended by the fact that she thought it was weird to have two colors in my tail.

"More like extremely rare, I have seen many mermaids with beautiful tails. But none with a two-colored tail."

"Does it mean something… good?" I posed.

"I don't know Layla. There are so many things I don't know about you; that we don't know about you." Linda explained.

"What? Then why did you come after me? Why do you, Kara, Jake, and the Mermish Delegation want to help me so much?" I noticed I was raising my voice a little. More and more questions pilling high, rattling in my head all at once made me frustrated. I noticed Linda was taken aback.

"Sorry it's just…" I hesitated.

"It's just that there are too many questions, and a shortage of answers." I looked up.

"I know how that feels…" Linda grasped.

"You understand?" I was confused. She was a person who knew other people who were related to her, she could answer a lot more questions than I could.

"Of course I get it, I am a mermaid too. What's more mysterious than being a mermaid?"

"Nothing." I told her smiling back. She did understand.

"Here." She said and smiled back while opening the cabinet. She handed me a beige towel.

"I put out some clothes on the bathroom counter for you. Oh and this may help too." Linda spoke as she walked to her bedroom for something. Linda came back with a hair blow dryer in hand; she plugged it into an outlet near the bathtub.

"This speeds up your transformation to about five minutes." Linda pointed out.

"Nice, thanks for the tip." I thanked her.

"Sure. Be ready in twenty." Linda informed me locking the door behind her as she walked out.

It took me five minutes to morph from fluke to feet, and fifteen minutes to get dressed, and French-braid my hair.

"Let's go Layla," Linda called grabbing the keys off the coffee table.

"Okay coming," I replied, grabbing my sweatshirt.

In the car…

"How did you know where to find me on my way here?" I asked. I wanted to fill in as many blanks while I was with Linda as possible.

"The Mermish Delegation gave me your rough coordinates, and I followed them to Nauru. Do you remember how I found you in that restaurant?"

"Oh yeah." I remembered, "how'd they locate me?"

"Oh, probably enchantment." She guessed.

"Whoa? Magic?" My eyes were wide.

"You'll learn more soon." We were silent, it left me wondering what I was about to see.

We pulled up in front of Kara's house; I thanked Linda for everything, slammed the car door, and jogged across the lawn to the door. I knocked on it, it was abruptly opened.

"Hey," Kara acknowledged me.

"Hi," I greeted her back walking inside.

"I made you something to eat for lunch, it's on the table." Kara gestured to the dining room.

On the table was a plate with grilled cheese and a glass of lemonade. It was very thoughtful of Kara to make me lunch, I was quite hungry.

"Oh thanks," I walked swiftly to the table, and took a bite the size of a toddler's fist.

"Don't choke on it," Kara said as she took up a chair.

"Sorry I haven't eaten since 9:30." I replied taking the last bite out of one of the sandwich halves.

"So what are we doing today?" I inquired staring at my other half of the sandwich.

"When you are done, we will take off for the beach. It all starts from there…" Kara revealed.

"Oh, are we taking anything?" I questioned.

"Not really, just ourselves, a beach bag, towels, and a sweatshirt for if gets cold." Kara assured me. Good so I wasn't swimming with any wait, that'll be a first.

"Let's go," I said smashing my face with last of the sandwich. I hoped the sandwich would stay down.

Kara set my plate in the sink, grabbed the beach bag containing towels.

"Oh I almost forgot." Kara said as she snatched up a tankini and some flip flops sitting on the sofa.

"Here go change into that. I am wearing my swimsuit, and so should you." Kara directed me.

After I changed, she made a last check and we walked to the beach at the end of the road. We hid our stuff among some rocks, and swam out to calmer waters passed the shore of breaking waves.

Both of us waded in the water until we were fully fish, Kara then beckoned me to start swimming.

_Follow me,_a voice broke into my head, it sounded identical to Kara's voice.

_Whoa! Telepathy!_ I thought back to Kara.

_Yeah I thought it was cool at first too,_Kara replied.

_Do all merfolk communicate like this?_I asked Kara.

_Pretty much, but if we are talking formally we may use Latin words. Otherwise we use telepathy except sometimes if it's a dire emergency we make VERY high pitched screeching noises vocally._Kara returned my thought.

_What does it sound like? I want to know just in case something happens._ I suggested she show me.

_Okay, but you'll regret it…_ Kara warned covering her ears.

**"RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGG!"**

I was deaf for about five seconds after that. I literally couldn't even here the faint sound of waves back at shore rolling in and out.

_Dang,_was all I could fathom.

_Told you you'd regret it,_ Kara remarked.

_Well, I guess at least I know now._ I thought.

_Yup,_was all I got back.

The two of us swam a little ways, until we came to a deep trench.

_Whoa! I am not swimming down there._ I stopped.

_Look who's chicken,_ Kara grinned.

I rolled my eyes. If Kara thought I was afraid, she would be proven otherwise.

_I'll race you. _I challenged her.

_You know it wouldn't be fair._ Kara looked at me with a look that said "you know that."

_Look who's being a chicken now,_I joked.

_I'll even give you a fifteen second head start,_I offered.

_Fine,_ Kara agreed after a moment of hesitation.

_Okay._I thought

_Ready._

_Set._

_Go!_

Kara was a blur of bubbles, and I was already on two seconds. I kept on; she was as well as halfway there.

_Thirteen, fourteen,_I thought so Kara could keep track of the count.

_Fifteen._

I stroked my fluke twice very hard with a lot of force and was already gaining speed.

Within five seconds I was just catching up to Kara, at seven seconds she was behind me.

I of course was gaining speed every second though, so she had no chance of catching up.

At the bottom of the trench, I abruptly stopped with my heart thudding so hard I was a little light-headed.

Finally eight seconds later Kara was greeted by my wide grin.

_Who were you calling a chicken?_ I grinned even wider.

_Not you._ She jested out of breath.

_That's what I thought,_ I bragged back.

_So what now? We're here at the bottom of this trench,_ I demanded.

_We half to open the portal,_ Kara replied.

_How do we do that?_ I asked Kara.

_You can't open it yet, so just let me. _Kara thought back in reply.

Kara grabbed something hanging on a chain around her neck, and closed her eyes. I hadn't even noticed her necklace until now.

_By the power bestowed to me,_

_by the merfolk of the sea,_

_grant me entry to Urbem sub mari!_

Instantly after Kara thought her words of entry, the pendant in her fist started to glow a great blinding white. I shielded my eyes.

_So bright!_ I exclaimed.

_Wait for it…_ Kara reassured me as the pendant grew brighter in her closed hands. Suddenly three seconds later, a bright blue light appeared about a yard way from me and a swirling vortex blossomed from the blue light.

_Hurry! Swim into the portal before it shuts us out!_Kara rushed me.

I was already proceeding to swim through the portal, when Kara was prompting me to swim through. In fact, I did so as if it was instinctual.

_Already ahead of you,_I told Kara; who was right behind me. The moment Kara's whole body was through, the portal closed.

_That was pretty cool!_I thought very fascinated.

_You'll have access to the same portal soon,_Kara replied.

Observing my surroundings, I noted that we had transported to whole new place. We were surrounded by a huge, busy coral reef, but just around the corner I saw a city. Don't picture a city like the one from _The Little Mermaid_; imagine enormous stone buildings as tall as one hundred stories. That was what I was looking at, a city where the buildings were literally all carved from stone.

_This isUrbem sub mari, Latin for the City Under the Sea._Kara announced. She, like me was also marveling at the beauty of Urbs in mare. I was gasping, and my eyes were larger than oysters.

_Wow, now this is home!_I rejoiced.

_This is better than anything humans have to offer._ Kara added still in awe of what her eyes were seeing.

_Now I wanna live here,_I think back.

_We have our lives back on land though._ Kara pointed out.

_You do,_I say as if I was actually going to live here.

_The thing is, Layla, I would be living here if I only hadn't chosen the way of the humans. Our law goes that if a mer's tail transforms to legs, they can never return to Urbem sub mari permanently. I am so sorry you never had the chance to decide._ Kara explained.

_Why did you choose life among the humans then?_I inquired.

_I was young and reckless,_ Kara said.

_Please, let's not speak of it._

_We don't have to talk about it,_I gently let the subject go.

_Thank you, let's enter the city,_Kara proceeded. We entered in through at the city gates; a naturally made arch of stone.

_Where are you taking me to?_ I wondered.

_To "__Curia Delegation__" or Court of the Delegation. You really need to learn a bit of Latin girl._ Kara suggested with a smile.

_Yeah, I'll do have to do that,_I smiled back. I could already see that mers used a lot of Latin terminology. The city was teeming with bustle, mers everywhere from all around the globe.

_So are there other cities like this?_I inquired.

_Oh yes, all over the world, but Urbem sub mari is the capitol city of the realm of merfolk._Kara filled me in.

_How come I never ran into other cities such as this on my way to Australia?_I interrogated.

_To access any city of merkind, it must be accessed with a portal._Kara began.

_Today, we are going to __Curia Delegation__ to apply for your citizenship where your name will be recorded in the_ _Nomina in libro, or the Book of Names. And you'll be given your totem. Your totem will then let you access Urbs in mare whenever you please, and other cities like it._

_So your totem is on your neck?_I pointed to the pendant on a chain around Kara's neck. It was a silver starfish, encrusted with sapphire stones.

_Yes,_Kara thought.

_Do all merfolk get one?_ I wondered some more.

_Yes, all merfolk Layla,_ replied as if tired of answering my numerous questions.

I could tell when we reached_ Curia Delegation_, because it was a bigger and grander than the photos of the U.S. congress building I had seen in school. It pretty much looked like a palace. Kara kept moving along toward the entrance, but you know me I had to stop and marvel at it for ten seconds. I caught up to Kara, who was waiting with what appeared to be an escort.

_Please, follow me, _the escort ordered; he looked to be about twenty-two. He was very muscular and attractive; his tail was a dark shade of teal. I couldn't keep my eyes of him. Kara even winked at me, like she thought I liked him. Later I would tell her that he was cute, but he was too old for me.

The escort took us to a room with a table, and four chairs. Who knew merfolk used chairs?

_Sit down and please wait, a delegation representative will be with momentarily._The escort smiled.

I looked into his handsome eyes, and couldn't stop staring.

_Layla! Quit it, he can tell._Linda sent a thought to me, and I hoped only me.

Before the escort shut the door, he grinned for about three seconds at me. I caught a glimpse of his name tag, it read Cory. As soon as he was gone, I was awestruck.

_He's a hottie!_ I shouted mentally.

_I could tell, you stared at him for about a minute straight,_Kara remarked.

_But did you see that? He grinned at me for about three seconds there!_I told Kara.

_Yeah, but not in the way you want him to Layla,_Kara advised.

_Oh,_ I thought.

_Yeah, so don't go leering at boys anymore. Okay?_

_Okay,_I obeyed Kara.

The next three minutes was very awkward. I sat in the room next to Kara who was trying to make the moment less weird by looking around the room; it was only making it worse. I had learned my lesson.

_Hello, I am Aleesha Hardwick, a Delegation representative in charge of registry._Aleesha introduced herself.

_I am here to register Layla as a citizen. The council made me aware that Layla came from Hawaii on the run from her adoptive human mother Amy. Is that correct?_ Aleesha asked.

_Correct. I am Kara Aronson one of Layla's guardians._Kara confirmed.

_Great. And most importantly I must have your honesty, her Mrs. Aronson, merkind depends on it. Did Layla indeed pass the test to become a citizen_? Aleesha said putting down a HUGE book and a small oyster on the table.

_On my highest honor, I tell truthfully that Layla did indeed pass the test of citizenship._Kara verified.

_Where you a witness of that event?_ Aleesha interrogated again.

_No, but my cousin Linda Aronson whom was sent by the Council to test Layla was a witness._Kara assured.

_Let me verify that, I'll be back soon._Aleesha turned to exit the room with the book and oyster in hand.

Ten minutes later she was back, and telling us Kara told the truth. However she verified it, I had no clue.

_Kara was truthful, but before I grant you citizenship to Layla the Delegation has demanded that you see something. This way please_. Aleesha instructed us.

Aleesha led us down a long hallway until we came to a room with at least fifty rooms full of records; we went into the seventh room full of records.

_This room is full of records about merfolk who have disappeared or have died from unknown causes._

_We just so happen to have a shocking article that may concern you Layla._Aleesha stated pulling out an article that I had seen before. There on the front of the article was a picture of a dead mermaid washed ashore with an infant in her arms. It was the same article I had found back at that abandoned lab on Rongelap Island! All I remember after that was looking into Kara's concerned looking eyes because… I fainted.

_She's awake!_ I heard Kara's voice in my head. I was lying in a bed, and you guessed it in a mermaid hospital. I groaned mentally.

A doctor swam over to look at me, he was about age thirty with an orange tail.

_Good. Now please nurse, get this young mermaid something to eat,_he ordered.

_On it!_ The nurse called back.

The nurse came back with cooked fish. Don't ask me how they cooked it, but I was curious so I asked Kara.

_How do you cook food under the sea?_

_Like this,_Kara answered holding out her hand, boiling the water in front of her.

I gasped; I now knew what Kara's special ability was.

_Nice!_ I complemented her.

_I know, thanks,_she said back and paused a moment.

_The Mermish Delegation made you citizen while you were out._Kara commented_._

_But before I proceed, there is a part of the story that you didn't know that the delegation ordered I tell you. As you know when your mom washed ashore with you she died. We learned that your mother was taking you somewhere, and she was swimming during a storm. But then washed ashore and hit her head on a rock causing her to go into a coma, but no one was around to save her so she died with you in her arms. The Delegation still doesn't know who your father is and where your Mom was taking you or why._Kara clarified. Tears filled my eyes and they were visible even underwater. I finally knew, fourteen years later.

_Come here,_ Kara offered me hug and I took it. We hugged for a long time, until I had no tears left to cry. Only then did Kara finally let go.

_I didn't mean for today to be so emotional,_ Kara comforted me.

_It's not your fault,_I said back.

_Hey I have something for you Layla,_Kara told me grabbing a small oyster. Kara opened the oyster, inside was my totem. It was a small dolphin cut from sterling silver encrusted with blue topaz.

_I love dolphins!_ Was my first thought.

_Glad you like it_, Kara smiled back.

Kara put it on my neck and admired the dolphin.

_It brings out the hint of blue in your hazel eyes._

I nodded in agreement, while taking a bite out of my fish.

_How do you feel?_ The doctor asked.

_Slightly light-headed,_ I replied.

_Okay, just take this and you should be okay to leave,_the doctor handed me a cup and a pill.

_Thank you Dr. Weebly,_Kara thanked the doctor.

_Your welcome,_he said smiling back and turned to leave the room.

I swallowed the pill and gulped down salt water with it. Yuck! I hated the salt water!

_Ready to go chika?_Kara asked.

_Yes_, I okayed.

On our way out we told the nurse the doctor said we could leave. But of course the nurse had to verify that just like Aleesha did before with the delegation. It was as if mer-people couldn't trust us, it was annoying!

The pair of us made our way out of_Urbem sub mari_; I was glad to go home. I had a very crazy day full of emotion. We left the same way we came in through the portal. Kara held her totem in her fist and said,

_By the power bestowed to me,_

_by the merfolk of the sea,_

_let me exit the realm of merkind!_

The portal opened, we swam through, the portal closed, and we were back at the bottom of the trench.

We swam slowly up to the surface because of all that had happened made us very tired. The sun was just setting below the horizon when we surfaced at 7:30 PM. We had been swimming for the past five hours; obviously that was a long time for Kara and not so much for me. It was high tide which allowed us to swim up to the rocks where our stuff was before it got to dark to find our way back. Luckily we had towels so it didn't take long for us to transform from fluke to feet.

"Today was a LONG day." I expressed very lethargically.

"I hear you, Amen," Kara agreed.

It took us several minutes to walk back up the beach and back to Kara's house because we went so long just swimming. We practically had to learn how to walk again. I immediately hit the shower as soon as I walked through the front door. But Kara changed, and ordered pizza. Kara offered me pizza after my shower, but I only had two slices. Kara had five slices though because she was so hungry from swimming. Then Linda called…

"Hey, how are you?" Kara greeted Linda picking up the phone.

"Great." Linda replied.

"You want me to keep Layla over night?" Kara questioned.

"Okay I will then, see you tomorrow. Love you, bye." Kara hung up.

"Looks like you're spending the night," Kara told me.

"Okay," I answered.

"Hey do you wanna watch T.V.?" Kara offered.

"I don't care, whatever you wanna do," I yawned.

Kara started to watch _Oprah_, but I crashed.

_Back_in_Kauai._

Amy sent out the email, she was certain that Layla would see it. Maybe she already had. Was Layla nervous when she saw it? Amy thought so. Why wouldn't she be? Besides that though Amy was a little baffled by the estimate the investigators gave to continue the investigation. Amy decided she would only fund it for awhile longer, and then if there was no luck she would take matters into her own hands.


	9. Chapter 9 New Kid

Chapter 9: New Kid

_Layla can you hear me? Wake up!_ A voice broke the silence of sleep.

"Wha?" I yawned.

"Yes! It actually worked!" Kara gleamed.

"I used telepathy to get you out of bed!"

"That could get annoying," I told Kara getting up off the couch and stretching.

"Sorry, I was just experimenting," Kara apologized.

"You're fine, just please don't use telepathy to irritate me." I said rubbing the goose bumps on my arms; I had slept without a blanket.

"So, I was thinking we could go out for breakfast. I know a place that makes fresh squeezed O.J." Kara suggested.

"Oh do you?" I answered.

"And where is this place?" I asked.

"It's called Monday Morning Café; it's just around the corner." Kara stated.

"Okay sounds legit," I agreed.

"But before we go, I have to go pretty up and hop out of my pajamas into some actual clothes." Kara said turning to go upstairs.

"Oh and Layla," she hollered from upstairs, "I suggest you do the same."

Looking at what I was wearing, Kara was right. I was basically only wearing some butt-holder shorts and an oversized, baggy t-shirt. All which was borrowed from Kara to wear to bed. I decided that I would change into what I came in and throw my hair in a bun; it worked for me so that's what I did. I almost forgot to put on my totem, but good thing I remembered. At last, twenty minutes later Kara descended down stairs with her hair straightened and her face with some simple make up.

"Ready?" I tapped my fingers impatiently on the dining room table where I was sitting.

"Yeah, let me grab my purse and we'll be on our merry way," Kara said turning to the kitchen to do so.

"Meet me in the car, and turn on the heater," she said tossing me the car keys.

"Okay," I caught the keys in one hand (like a boss, I never caught things one-handed).

I headed out the front door towards Kara's vehicle (a small white BMW) unlocked the door and climbed in. Putting the key in the ignition, I turned the heater to max and waited about two minutes until Kara strolled out the door. This girl obviously likes to take her time. She wasn't in a constant rush like Amy had always is, instead she was easy going.

"Ooh, nice and toasty warm," Kara acknowledged my efforts to heat the car as she opened the car door.

"Thanks," she thanked me.

"No problem," I said easing into my seat and buckling up.

"Do you want me to turn on the rump rosters?" Kara offered buckling up while taking the car out of park.

"Rump roasters?" I questioned.

"Seat warmers," Kara clarified.

"Um, sure," I said. Wow, the luxuries I never had.

"You're spoiled," I told Kara.

"I know," she chuckled.

"If my business brings in good income, I can usually afford lavish things such as my cozy little BMW." Kara boasted patting the stirring wheel as if to say, "my little precious."

"So you own your own salon?" I asked as Kara backed out of the driveway.

"Yup, and I am going to open up a new location downtown soon." Kara bragged some more.

"Amazing," I admired.

Three minutes later we parked in front of Monday Morning Café; we made our way inside. It was relatively crowded I observed, but not bad. We were welcomed by a waitress and I hoped not a nosy one as ones I've met in the past.

"Good morning, welcome to Monday Morning Café! Is it just the two of you this morning?" the waitress asked smiling.

"Yes," Kara replied.

"Alright, please come this way to be seated," the waitress beckoned us to follow her.

Scanning the waitress's nametag it read, 'Matilda.' I took a note of that.

"What beverage can I get you this morning?" Matilda reached inside her apron pocket for her notepad and pencil.

"Orange juice, for the both of us; freshly squeezed with no pulp. Please." Kara smiled.

"Okay, that may be a few minutes as our orange juice is high demand this morning." Matilda said scribbling down our orders.

"Fine with me," Kara confirmed.

"Thank you for your patience, I'll be back in a few to take your order." Matilda smiled and tossed menus on the table, then turned to walk away.

"So," Kara randomly spoke. Just then Kara's phone rang…

"Hello?" Kara answered the call.

"You want us to meet at Jake's house? In half an hour?" Kara repeated what she heard from the other end, it must be Linda. My chest tightened, it was probably about that email…

"Okey-doke," Kara confirmed.

"See you then, bye," Kara hung up.

"You heard that we're headed to Jake's after breakfast." Kara informed me just to be sure I knew.

"Oh poo," I agonized.

"I know about that…" Kara trailed off.

I leaned in a bit closer.

"You do? About you know… " I said hushed.

"Oh yeah, Linda is good about keeping me updated. She told while you were taking a bubble bath yesterday." Kara specified. Whoa, I wondered if she knew what I had for breakfast yesterday to. She must if she knew the knitty-gritty details about what I yesterday like me enjoying a bubble bath.

"Good that you're aware," I praised her.

"Here you are, fresh squeezed and pulp free orange juice." Matilda broke in setting down our O.J. on the table.

"Why thank you," I smiled graciously.

"Sure," her eyes twinkled.

"What would you like to eat this fine morning?" Matilda said snatching her notepad from her apron along with her pencil.

"Uh," my mind was blank; it hadn't crossed my mind to even glance at my menu.

I grabbed the menu and randomly flipped it open as if to seem like I knew what I wanted.

Kara was already ahead of me.

"I'll take the veggie omelet," Kara ordered without hesitation. She must come here often, go figure.

"Um, what's good?" I honestly was open to anything.

_You're desperate, _Kara thought smirking taking a swig of her orange juice.

_Shut up,_ Kara wasn't helping my lack of concentration.

"Well, you make like our super fluffy pancakes." Matilda suggested.

"Oh sounds good, that's what I'll have." I slammed the menu shut and handed it Matilda.

Matilda took the menu and smiled as if she was trying to make this better. I half-smiled back, she walked away with the menus in hand. Eventually, I think thirteen minutes later we had our food.

"Don't eat too slowly we have to leave for Jake's in ten." Kara reminded me taking a large bite of omelet.

"Fine," I replied pouring a stream of maple syrup on my pancakes and cutting my pancakes into eighths.

Seven minutes later I was wiping maple syrup off my lips with my napkin, and I set my utensils on my sticky plate of maple syrup. Then I gulped down the rest of my fresh O.J.

"Ready?" I posed.

"Yea," Kara got up and left cash for the tip and bill.

We walked to the car and sped down the road towards Jake's house.

"Hello, anyone home?" Kara knocked loudly on Jake's front door; I stood behind her.

"Howdy ladies," Jake greeted us opening the door.

"Glad you made it," Linda came up behind Jake.

"Thanks," Kara said entering inside with me.

"So the email?" Jake tired to cut straight to the matter.

Linda grabbed a laptop and opened the Gmail login. She directed me to the laptop to login. I typed in my login information and went straight to my inbox.

"There," I lifted my hands from the keyboard.

Jake stared into the screen, and hovered the cursor over the email.

"It says that the email is from amyweller7526 . Does that sound familiar at all Layla?" Jake asked with a puzzled expression.

"Oh yeah," I gulped, "that's Amy's email." I elucidated.

"Is she a computer hacker?" Jake inquired.

"No, she wouldn't know how to be one." I chuckled at the thought.

"Why?" I wondered.

"Just making sure this email isn't malicious." Jake ensured.

"She wouldn't know how to attach a virus." I stated.

Jake opened the email, the only thing inside was a message that I did the courtesy to read aloud:

"Layla,

I know you did not get "kidnapped," and no I am not "guilty" or "sad" that you ran away. Rather you should think I am disappointed in you for leaving; if you were rational you wouldn't have made such a stupid choice. I want you to know that I will not stop at any end to find you. And if there are indeed those who aided you, I will not delay in having them arrested for kidnapping. Period. No exceptions. I hope you know that I am dead serious.

-Amy"

The room was silent. I almost felt dizzy like I was going to go unconscious, but I did just the opposite. I sprinted out the front door and down the road to the beach. I jumped in the water, not caring that I would be soaking wet. At least in the water no one could hear me scream in anxiety. My ankles started to fuse, the typical tail that was to appear. I didn't care. I heard a splash behind me. Jake. He grabbed me and dragged me to shore.

"Layla!" he shouted in anger.

"I thought you were better than that! What happened to the fearless little girl who swam half-way around the globe just to get away from her perverse adoptive mother?!" Jake yelled again. He had a point.

"I..." I stopped because I had no defense.

"You what? I'll tell you what you are. You're careless. You could've revealed yourself crazy girl." Jake held his arms open. I hugged him back.

"Remember what you are, and as long as you live no one can take that from you." He reminded me.

"As far as I am concerned, Amy can try all she wants. She'll never find you or any of us. I'd actually laugh if she was even close to finding your location." Jake comforted me.

"Sorry," I actually sobbed.

Jake grabbed me by my wrist gently leading me back to the house.

"What was that?" Linda said worried.

"Yeah, what's the matter?" Kara added, looking even more panicked as we stepped through the door.

"She just had an anxiety attack." Jake tried to ease the alarm in everyone.

"I am fine now." I rubbed my eyes to make it look like I wasn't crying.

"Can I have a towel?" I noticed that I was making a puddle on Jake's kitchen tile.

"Sure, I never have a shortage of those." Jake grabbed one sitting on the counter. He must keep them all over the house, especially when we are here to make sure mer tail accidents don't happen.

"Thanks," I sniffled.

"On a positive note I got you put in the system a couple days earlier than I said I would." Jake told me grabbing a fake birth certificate and other fake records.

"My name is Sasha Aronson?" I read the birth certificate.

"Yup, that's what Linda told me to put on the birth certificate." Jake explained.

I looked at Linda with a dazed and confused expression.

"Really? Sasha? Why not like Amanda or Sophia?" I asked.

"I hope you like it. It's kind of hard to change now that's in the system." Linda explained.

"From now on we call her Sasha so it becomes habitual." Linda declared.

"I guess it is okay." I replied not really knowing how to react.

"Good, Sasha," Kara teased grinning. I rolled my eyes smiling back.

"Back to the email though, do we disregard it?" Linda stopped us.

"Seems what we have to do; don't tell her anything and maybe she'll think Layla dead." Jake shrugged.

I nodded, "seems legit."

"Oh and I was just thinking, when am I going to start school?" I wondered.

"Today," Linda said, "after we register you."

"Well can I change first? I just freaked out, and I think I need to shower before we do that." I expressed my need to bathe.

"Yes, your coming with me to my apartment real quick to get you freshened up." Linda stated.

"Does that mean you're going if they're going?" Jake posed looking at Kara.

"Well yeah, I have things to do honey." Kara responded.

"You have any appointments this weekend?" Jake inquired.

"No." Kara stated.

"Then I'll see later." Jake pecked Kara on the cheek.

"See ya later baby." Jake smiled.

"Bye," Kara pecked him back with a squeeze.

"Goodbye," I waved at Jake, and then hugged Kara who was hesitant to return it.

"Oh keep the towel," Jake said, "You never know when you'll need it."

"Okay," I smiled at Jake; then turned to look at Kara again.

"Thanks for everything yesterday. I now know a lot more about myself." I smiled.

"You're welcome," she returned my smile.

"Let's go get you cleaned up kido," Kara beckoned me grabbing her handbag and heading towards the door.

"Coming," I told her back and followed two of us walked out to the car casually.

"So can I see your totem?" Linda asked with a very excited expression.

"Sure," I said pulling the chain out from under my shirt where it was hidden from human eyes.

Linda gasped, "Layla, it's so lovely! Oh the topaz matches your tail so well!"

"I guess the delegation gives you a totem according to the sea animal that best fits your personality and the color of your tail?" I inquired.

"Yes, the usually start to even determine that before you become a citizen is what I've heard." Linda reasoned.

"Wow, they have their whole system cut out for themselves," I was impressed.

"Yup, they sure do." Linda spoke while buckling her seat belt.

"What's your totem?" I asked.

"Here, I'll show you." Linda began to dig in her purse and then pulled out on oyster and opened it. Inside was a golden sea turtle encrusted with emeralds and peridot; it shimmered as she angled it.

"Why a sea turtle?" I asked.

"I have a kelp green tail, and the delegation apparently thought I had a wise and gentle spirit I guess." Linda guessed.

"Makes sense," I agreed.

"But why did they give me a dolphin?" I posed.

"Well, for one your tail is a blue-turquoise with hints of violet so they tried to match colors in your tail." Linda began.

"And it seemed evident to them that you were cheerful, kindhearted, and a bit of a child at heart."

"Hmm, okay," I wondered about Linda's explanation.

"A mermaid should always remember to bring her totem wherever she goes, and never let humans lay eyes on it." Linda advised me.  
>"And always remember to keep it inside that oyster; it can only be opened by you. The first time you touched it, the protective case recognized and remembered you. It will remain closed, tight to others whom try to pry it open."<p>

"That'll keep it safe," I said.

"Oh heck yeah it will," Linda closed her oyster quickly and gently set it in her purse.

Linda started the car and headed to the freeway to head home.

"Gosh," Linda noticed the time, "It's already 9:45 Layla! Please go take a quick shower and change."

"Alright," I obeyed going over to my clothing pile that was neatly folded by the couch. I picked out a simple blue button-up, a pair of denim skinny jeans, a tank top, under garments, baby blue converse, and lastly some studs to match it all. Then I marched myself to the bathroom locking the door behind and turned on the shower and undressed. I quickly washed myself with some raspberry smelling body wash; then washed my hair with some specialized shampoo Kara recommended because of my extremely dried out hair. My legs had no time to even start to glue together before I was out of the shower. I rushed into my clothing, and quickly snapped on my earrings and brushed out my hair.

"Layla may I come in? Kara wanted me to Dutch braid your hair." Linda called through the door.

"Go ahead, I'm descent," I unlocked the door.

"Here is my brush," I handed it to Linda.

"Thanks," she grabbed it from brushed at my hair and started to intricately Dutch braid my auburn hair.

"Your hair looks awesome!" Linda admired me after she was finished.

"Oh and one more thing," Linda grabbed some eyeliner, an eye lash curler, and skin toned eye shadow from in a drawer in the bathroom vanity. She then proceeded to do my eye makeup, all in five minutes and it turned out looking professional. That would be impossible for me to do on my own.

"Whoa, make up guru," I looked at my eyes in the mirror.  
>"Thanks!" I thanked Linda.<p>

"You need to look great on your first day, it's always important to make an impression." Linda said putting everything back in its place.

"So, I also did the favor of buying some new school supplies while I was out yesterday." Linda pointed to a plastic bag full of school supplies and a small violet backpack sitting on the floor near the door.

"Plus I bought a small face clothe just in case of an emergency." Linda winked.

"Whoa, you're ahead of the game aren't you?" I was baffled by Linda's preparedness.

"Kind of have to be, it would be awkward to show up at school without supplies you know." Linda said gathering papers she would need to register me.

"Let's toodle off, we must register you before the morning fades to afternoon." Linda rushed me.

"Alright, I'm right behind you." I grabbed the bag of supplies and my backpack in hand.

On the way to register me, I organized my backpack with my folders and binders in it.

Linda pulled up in front of the school and hurried inside to the registration office, leaving me in the parking lot full of the cars to gather everything I needed. And yes, I brought my totem (hidden in the most secret place in my backpack, locked in the little oyster case that it was given in). Zipping up my bag, I began to think positively to give myself confidence about the day ahead. _Act average, like any other teen in this high school,_ I thought. I strode past the sign that read, 'Mt. Gravatt High School' and was hopeful.

"This is Sasha?" a woman in her thirties peered over at me through spectacles as I opened the door to the registration office. Her nametag read, 'Margaret Hammons'.

"Yes, and I would like to register her today." Linda tried to say as sophisticated as possible.

Margaret nodded.

"Alright, please start by filling out this emergency card and basic information for the school database." Margaret handed Linda a couple of papers.

"Thank you," Linda smiled taking them from the lady.

"Uh-huh," Margaret replied. That annoyed the heck out of me; people just say "uh-huh," like they are only giving you half of their attention. Typical.

Linda exchanged glances with me, I wondered if she thought the same.

"Sasha I need for you to please select your electives," Mrs. Hammons gave me a paper on the various electives and a pencil.

"I can do that for you," I said slowly picking up the paper and pencil.

Linda sat down with a pen and filled out the papers for the next twelve minutes while I checked boxes in order in which electives I wanted. It took me all of about three minutes to choose my electives. I picked art first, and then Spanish, Drama third, Choir fourth, and Band last. I then silently set the pencil and paper on the desk for Mrs. Hammons who snatched it up the second I set it down. I am guessing she then made my schedule; she was pretty stealthy at this stuff. In the U.S. usually you start school the day after you register, but I guess here in Australia things were done in more of a jiffy.

"Here you are," Linda handed the papers to Margaret at the desk. Margaret scanned the papers, and her eyes stopped over something.

"You are Linda Aronson, her older sister and legal guardian?" she inquired as if she looked puzzled.

"Yes Ma'am," Linda confirmed.

"May I see some of Sasha's records such as her birth certificate?" Mrs. Hammons requested.

"Of course," Linda said grasping her folder full of my fake records.

"Here," she put the folder down on the desk.

Margaret picked it up cautiously opening it to find my bogus birth certificate. My heart beat rose as she looked over my counterfeit records.

"Okay, everything seems to be fine," Margaret handed Linda back the "documents." I sighed a sigh of relief mentally; she was convinced by Jake's clever hacking skills. Genius he was!

"One other thing that is required is the registration fee. It is thirty dollars, plus an additional fifteen dollars if you are interested in hot lunches for Sasha." Margaret demanded.

"Very well, I'll pay the extra fifteen dollars for hot lunches." Linda put forty-five dollars on the desk.

Margret counted it then put it in yes… a cash register. I didn't think schools had them.

"Good, so Layla I made your schedule while you were waiting so I'll show you to your first period just as soon as I copy some things and file your paperwork." Margaret got up to grab paperclips.

"Awesome," I replied.

"Can I leave now?" Linda asked.

"You may, Mrs. Aronson and please take these papers," Mrs. Hammons added, "they're just some info for you to read over and get to know Mt. Gravatt High School better." She smiled.

"Thank you," Linda smiling her gratitude.

"You are welcome," Margaret smiled back. Margaret seemed to smile quite a lot; I couldn't tell if it was all just fake or sincere half the time.

"Hunky-dory, I'll be back at 3:35 PM to pick you up from school. Meet me by the bike rack," Linda informed me.

"Fine, see you later alligator." I waved goodbye as Linda headed for the door.

"Bye," was the last thing I heard her say. I was now officially on my own.

"Here is your schedule Sasha, please let me show you the way to your first period." Mrs. Hammons instructed passing me a paper.

"Certainly," I replied grasping the paper and scanning it. My classes were as followed:

Period 1: Life Science with Mr. Beell

Period 2: Art with Mrs. Gunning

Period 3: E.L.A. with Mrs. Elwood

Period 4: Algebra with Mr. Lehman

Period 5: Lunch

Period 6: Social Studies with Mrs. Upton

Period 7: Girl's P.E. with Mrs. Olson

Period 8: Spanish with Senorita Hernandez

Mrs. Hammons started towards the door out of Registration and into a hallway with dark-green lockers built into the wall. I read on the paper that Mr. Beell's room was room 112, where Mrs. Hammons lead me. Upon my entrance, Margaret introduced me and every set of eyes in the classroom was glued to me with a stare that said, "ooh look at the new chick from outta town." It's expected when you're the new kid. I had once before been the new kid when Amy adopted me from my foster family and I transferred schools. From the beginning I really only had two people show me around and occasionally sit next to me at lunch. But after I lost the title"new chick," people ignored me. As you know I hated that, and that is one of the many reasons I came to Australia.

"Mr. Beell, this is Sasha," Mrs. Hammons introduced me.

"She is new; please make sure that another student shows her around."

"Oh why of course," Mr. Beell said with cheer, "any volunteers willing to show her around?"

I saw four girls in the back row of desks glance at one another and nod. Was that their signal that I was worth accepting into their group? I guessed so because they all raised their hands high with eager.

"Well, okay then would you all like to show Sasha around?" Mr. Beell inquired to the four of them.

"Sure," I heard an answer from their direction.

"Good, Sasha why don't you sit right next to Jade in the green t-shirt please." Mr. Beell directed me.

I nodded in reply, and smiled politely.

"Thank you Mrs. Hammons," Mr. Beell thanked Margaret.

"Just doing my job," Mrs. Hammons smiled and waved walking out the door.

"Now where we left off…" Mr. Beell droned on for the rest of the period while going over a PowerPoint on messenger RNA and its influence on cellular reproduction. And that's not all; we were expected to take notes. Not that I mind note taking, but on something as boring as this it was difficult to focus.

**RING!** At last, I was relieved to be able to put away my science notebook and folder. My hand ached from writing so quickly.

"Remember class we have a quiz on Monday on this, study your notes!" Mr. Beell yelled over all the chatter.

"Joy," Jade muttered from behind.

"I know," I sighed.

"Oh my gosh you scared me! I forgot you were there." Jade said nervously.

"Sorry!" I apologized.

"Your fine, I am Jade if you didn't catch my name." She extended her hand to me. I shook it firmly in reply.

"I must introduce the other girlies." Jade beckoned me over to three other girls.

"This is Sasha," Jade began introducing me.

"This is Becca the athletic one, Riley the artsy one, and Rosie the bookworm." She pointed to them individually.

"Hi," I mustered. When I meet people I am extremely timid, but when I get to them… They get to see my other side. The other girls smiled back.

"Hey," Riley helped me seeing my shyness, "do you want me to show you to your next class?"

"Yes, that would be… Great," I answered.

"Who do you have next?" Riley inquired.

"Mrs. Gunning," I replied hopeful that she had the next class with me.

"Really? I have her next period too! Cool coincidence." Riley told me.

"Awesome, so I guess I will follow you then," I was so happy, YAY! Friends already!

Rosie, Jade, and Becca turned to walk the opposite direction waving.

"See ya at lunch, homies!" Riley called back.

Jade rolled her eyes and grinned back.

"So! We have art together, stupendous!" Riley beamed. She had a complex vocabulary, I could tell.

I nodded.

"You're quiet aren't you?" she observed.

"Not really, I can be loud," I informed her.

"Then be loud!" Riley shouted.

Everyone stopped, all eyes were on her. I wasn't going to let her suffer the stares alone.

"Okay! I am unleashing my loud side!" I yelled.

All eyes were on both of us; best first impression ever.

"Let's go," Riley said noticing the looks from others.

"I can sense that this isn't our kinda crowd," Riley whispered and took me by the hand and led me to the art room upstairs.

"Yeah, I can see that," I agreed.

Upstairs we were welcomed by more of a chattering art room full of kids. Riley took me to Mrs. Gunning's desk.

"This is Sasha, she's new." Riley said.

"Ah yes, I got an email about you." Mrs. Gunning turned to look at me through glasses.

"You seem to already have a friend," Mrs. Gunning motioned with her head at Riley.

"Yup," I smirked at Riley.

"We're buddies," Riley put her arm around my shoulder.

"Good, sit next to Riley then," Mrs. Gunning shooed us away.

"Yes!" Riley whispered walking to her table.

"We have our own table, no one else sits here." Riley told me.

"Fabulous," I said putting my backpack on the back of my seat.

"Today, class we are starting a new project in ceramics; we will be creating tea cups." Mrs. Gunning announced.

By the end of the class period, I was just finishing my outline for my tea cup when the bell broke my concentration.

"Have a good weekend class; I will see you on Monday." Mrs. Gunning hollered.

"Bye, you too," I wished her a good weekend.

"Off to E.L.A." I looked at Riley.

"That's right," Riley said beckoning me to follow her.

At lunch…

"Man, did you get any of that algebra? I feel like that was way over my head." Riley began walking out of Mr. Lehman's classroom.

"Yeah, a lot of it." I replied.

"Can you help me understand the notes please?" Riley pleaded.

"Okay, not now though, it's lunch." I reminded her.

"Well yeah," Riley said, "later."

"Hey," I saw the others.

"Hi," Rosie greeted me.

"Do you wanna get in line with me? The others bring lunch." Rosie offered.

"Okay," I scanned the cafeteria for the lunch line.

"Follow me," Rosie started to the line.

"Coming," I started after Rosie.

The line was long, but not as long as back in Hawaii. Those lines took forever.

"So do you read a lot?" Rosie tried to start a conversation.

"Me read a lot? Girl, you don't even know," I started, "it's a hobby."

"We're already besties." Rosie smiled.

"What genres do you typically read?" I dove right in.

"Fiction and suspense; I hate mystery unless it's not slow and boring." She told me her opinion.

"I personally favor historical fiction, fiction, sci-fi, and nonfiction books that are actually interesting. I hate romances unless it actually has a good plot." I stated.

Rosie nodded her approval. The line proved quicker than I thought, I was five people away from getting lunch.

"Do I put in a code for lunch?" I observed other kids punching in a number into a keyboard.

"Yes, that student number should be on your schedule." Rosie informed me.

"Oh, thanks," I slung my backpack off to get out my schedule.

"Here it is," I muttered to myself.

I stepped up to punch in my number, the lunch lady smiled.

"Must be new here huh?" she said noticing my schedule in hand.

"Yeah, I am Sasha," I spoke slowly to stop myself from almost saying my real name.

I punched in my number quickly, grabbed a tray of food smiling back.

"Where do we normally sit?" I inquired.

"We sit at the very back table." Rosie pointed to a table in the far left corner of the cafeteria.

"Cool," I started towards the table.

The gang was already there before us chit-chatting as we sat down next to them.

"Howdy," Becca said.

"Hi," I replied.

"What's for lunch today?" Becca peaked at the chicken salad on my tray.

"Chicken salad," I told her.

Becca humphed.

"Didn't miss anything that was super tasty." She said.

"Oh Sasha!" Jade noticed me, "I meant to say hi more."

"It's fine," I answered.

"No it isn't fine. I am being rude, excuse me. I am curious to know what you're like, tell us about yourself." That was a first; I never had anyone ask me to introduce my own self. Amy always did the introducing.

"Well… picture me as intelligent, witty, creative, geeky, and a bookworm." I introduced myself.

"Good adjectives to describe yourself." Riley smirked.

"Why thank you," I took a bite of my salad.

"Did you guys here about the rumor going around about you Jade?" Becca broke in.

"What? Tell me!" Jade fretted.

"Maci started a rumor that you were jealous of her dating Jason." Jade confessed.

"Lies! Jason may have the best looks around here, but he's a complete jerk. " Jade stated.

"Amen!" Riley high-fived Jade.

"Who's Maci? What is so bad about her?" I was girls looked at me with discomfort.

"Maci is the bully around here," Rosie answered my question.

"She thinks she's all that," Rosie continued.

"She is happy as long as she is at the center of attention." Riley added.

"She hates all of us, and I think she hates you too Sasha." Becca pointed to Maci who was glaring at me. Great, bully on the first day. Maci strode over to our table.

"Oh look who it is, the new girl! Sasha right?" Maci looked me in the eye with pure hatred.

"Yeah that would be me!" I smiled back. I once heard a saying that if someone hurls insults at you just defeat them with kindness.

"Look, don't give me that. You need to understand who is who here. Do I need to put you in your place?" Maci was actually right in my face. I got a good look at her excessively applied make-up, it was simply overdone.

"I know where I belong," I stood up for myself.

"And where's that?" Maci's entourage gathered behind her.

"Right here at this table, with my friends." I tried to say calmly, but then my other side was unleashed.

"And I don't think we like you spreading rumors about Jade either! Stop or I'll tell the headmaster!" I told her off.

"Oohh," went the crowd, an even larger crowd was gathered behind all of us. Some teachers finally noticed us.

"You didn't! I am now going to make your life miserable!" Maci screamed. By now the teacher was right behind Maci, and it was Mrs. Gunning.

"Make who's life miserable Maci Simmons?" Mrs. Gunning asked in the nick of time.

"Uh… I" Maci stuttered.

"Do you need to take visit to the headmaster?" Mrs. Gunning demanded.

"No ma'm," Maci looked down.

"Then quite being a bully." Mrs. Gumming walked away displeased.

Jason took Maci's hand and kissed it, then glared at me and my friends.I turned to sit down and finish my salad in peace; hopefully.

The crowd dissipated and we were left alone.

"Dang Sasha," Riley looked surprised, "I didn't know you had that in you."

"I only do that when I have too." I said back annoyed by Maci's drama.

"Sasha, are you finished? Because if you want we can go to the library…" Rosie offered.

"That'd be nice, I would like that." I finished the last bite of my meager salad.

"Great," Rosie replied.

I walked through the door to the library with only Rosie and Riley. Jade and Becca decided to go play soccer in the field.

"Do you wanna surf the net with me on the school computers?"Rosie offered.

"Okay," I agreed.

"I am going to look at drawing books!" Riley told us as she skipped off to a book shelf.

"Cool, we're over here using the computers." Rosie replied.

I opened up a browser and Google popped up, I had no idea what to search.

I peeked over Rosie's shoulder who was Googling… mermaids. Of all the things she could've typed in, why that?

"Mermaids? Why did you Google that?" I whispered.

"Oh I don't know, I just always been curious about them. I've read books and seen paintings, and they've always been fascinating to me." Rosie said admiring some images that popped up of mermaids.

"Is that what you would be if you were a mythical creature?" I inquired.

"Oh yeah! Just imagine the depths you could swim too! It would be," Rosie hesitated to think of a word.

"Breath taking," she described it. I didn't have to imagine anything; I just pictured myself back in the south-pacific swimming through a coral reef.

"It really would be something," I remembered.

"What would you be if you were a mythical creature?" Rosie posed. I was on edge, I had to be careful.

"A… dragon," I thought of at random.

"Really?" Rosie looked disappointed. Good, that's better than being suspicious.

"Yeah, I mean you could fly and stuff." I looked dazed as if day dreaming.

"Well, I mean you could do that if say you were a Pegasus." Rosie pointed out.

"Yeah, true," I agreed.

"But, a Pegasus can't breathe fire," I had an impressed facial expression.

"You win," she grinned.

"Thanks," I replied; typing in "dragons" in the search bar. Images of dragons appeared, I clicked on a particular image that appealed to me and enlarged it.

"I mean how cool is that?" I admired the image beckoning Rosie to take a peek at it.

Rosie smiled, and then nodded her agreement. Then at just the right time, the bell rang.

"I guess I'll see you later." Rosie said closed her tab.

"Wait, do you have," I hesitated, "an email or something that I could have?"

"Sure," Rosie grabbed a scrap paper and pen from her bag and scribbled down her cell phone number and email.

"Here," she handed me the paper.

"Great!" I thanked her.

"Maybe I can see you or something…" I began grabbing my stuff.

"I don't have any plans this weekend; never do really." Rosie stated.

"Don't get out much?" I replied.

"No, my Mom is always sick and my dad just works and is never home." she told me.

"Oh, that's unfortunate," I pitied.

"Well, it is what is." Rosie sighed.

"You can change that…" I told her.

"I can?" Rosie looked puzzled.

"Yes, that is the way you look at it. Positive thinking is everything; it really helps in the hardest of times. I highly recommend it; it can actually be good for your health." I smiled.

"Thanks for the advice," Rosie turned to the door thanking me.

"No problem, that's what friends are for." I smiled heading towards the door as well.

"Well bye." Rosie said as the door closed behind her.

"Bye," I mumbled heading in the direction of room 118, Mrs. Upton's Social Studies.

The rest of the day dragged on, because I didn't see any of the other girls in any of my extremely easy afternoon classes. Bummer that was! Then on my way to Spanish, Jason and another boy deliberately tripped me in the hall. I flailed to the ground hard, and very unpleasantly. I was covered in dust; humiliated. But I told myself to get up and keep going, showing no emotion. Feeling agony would only please Jason, for that is what he wants out of my torment.

At last, the final bell rang setting me free from an assignment on cogitating verbs. Today was my lucky day! It got better; the girls were all right outside the door too. I filled them in about Jason, they told me that they would help guard me from him as much of the bullying as possible.

"Jason, like I said is a jerk." Jade restated.

"More like a wretch!" Riley added.

"He's the worst soccer player ever! And he can hardly throw a football!" Becca told us all.

"Promise me none of you will ever settle for a guy like him!" Rosie joined in.

"Yeah, I'll never go down to his level. Besides, we're too good for that." I encouraged the others.

"Amen,"

"So True!"

"Yeah!"

"Agreed!"

I all heard answers of approval; I smiled at my new friends. This was not going to be so bad after all.I looked across the school parking lot to the bike rack; Linda was parked adjacent to it just jamming out to a song on the radio waiting for me. I smiled at the sight.

"Gotta run," Riley looked at her phone.

"See ya Monday!" she jogged across the school yard towards a school bus.

"Bye," Rosie hugged me and then started in the opposite direction.

"Toodles!" Becca yelled already across the school yard towards the crosswalk.

That only left Jade and me.

"Hey, I wanted to say thanks for you know what you did today and all." Jade thanked me.

"Oh, you're welcome," I answered.

Jade smiled, hugged me, and ran to her Mom's car.

I waved after her, she waved back. Her mom smiled at me, and I did in left me to walk towards the bike rack to meet Linda.

"Oh, hey," Linda turned off the radio and acknowledged me.

"Hi," I slung my bag in the back.

"So how was the first day?" Linda inquired as she put the car in gear, backed out, and drove down the street.

"It was… good and bad," I replied, "mostly good." I smiled thinking off my new besties.

"Really? Tell me all about it!" Linda beamed.

"The pros: I made four new friends, stood up to a bully, and gained a good reputation I think in the process of all that." I listed.

"The cons: I made some enemies, got tripped in the hallway, and may potentially have rumors going around about me on Monday."

"Who are these bullies?" Linda posed.

"Jason and Maci, apparently they are a couple who think they own the school." I responded.

"That must be annoying," Linda commented rolling her eyes.

"Heck yeah, they are more than a pain in the rear or a head ache. They're migraines, both of them." I joked.

Linda chuckled.

"And your friends…" Linda was just so curious.

"Rosie, Riley, Becca, and Jade. They're all very kind. Maci hates all of them and me." I said.

"Rosie though," I began, "seemed very curious about mers." I added.

Linda looked concerned.

"Be watchful around her, I am sure you know how to keep your secret." Linda warned me.

I nodded.

"Well," Linda changed the subject.

"I know something that may bring up your mood," Linda said, "a swim."

"You read my mind," I replied.

"Great then! Let's hit the beach!" Linda turned to go home so we could get our beach stuff.

We then hid our stuff in some rocks near the jetty; walked a ways to a sea cliff where we were out of sight and dove in. It was exhilarating!

_Back_in_Kauai_

Amy packed her last bag; she was going to be gone on a long journey to Maui. If there was no luck finding Layla there she would return home and plan some more to find Layla. Wherever Layla was in the world, Amy was determined to find her.

"I am coming for you, Layla." Amy muttered as she zipped up her suitcase.
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Chapter 10: Secrets Almost Leaked

The waves lapped over my fluke, awakening me. My first thought: _WHY AM I IN THE OPEN WITH MY TAIL!?_ I shot up into a sitting position and panicked looking around to find Linda.I don't see her; instead I notice my surroundings. I am on a deserted island. Farther up the shore I see shrubs, and stubby looking trees. What happened? Why am I here? Suddenly I hear movement in the shrubs behind me, then footsteps that draw nearer. I am so startled that I literally dash (in a sort of slithering, flopping motion like a fish out of water) across the sand into water and rush away. As I take refuge in the water, I poke my head out of the surface to see what the heck triggered my stealth mermaid reflexes. It was a human, not an animal. I poked my head an inch to see if the person was recognizable. It was Jake.

"Why'd you scare the bejeebees out of me?"I called.

"Ha ha! I wanted to see your reaction."

"I am a mermaid! How do you think I'd react to a random human creeping up behind me?" I protested.

Jake was cackling, and I was frowning because he had freaked me out. I was actually flicking my tail in annoyance exactly like a cat. I swam back to the shore.

"So where's Linda? I was swimming with her yesterday."I asked.

"She's here with Kara. She called us to meet you guys this morning. Apparently, last night there was a storm and Linda said the waves were too choppy to attempt to swim to shore. So you had to spend the night here." Jake explained.

"Here being?"

Green Island; pretty isolated out told me.

"Where are the ladies?" I asked.

"They're changing. I am giving them privacy; here are some fresh clothes for you." Jake handed me a plastic bag with a change of clothing.

"Thanks," I replied.

"I'll let you transform in privacy." Jake walked up the beach. I basked in the sun, as the process of mermaid metamorphosis from mer to human happened. I watched as my scales faded into skin. I still don't get the whole science behind that, it baffles me still. I then realized I was only in a tankini from yesterday. Yeah, better change! I staggered up behind a bush and pulled out clothes from the bag. It was pretty clear that Kara had actually taken time to pick out a black t-shirt, capri pants, along with black flip-flops. And of course, uh, how do I put this?Undergarments as well. Boy did I ever need those! Okay, sorry, T.M.I.

I pulled on the fresh clothes contently and placed my damp, sandy swim suit in the plastic bag. I then ventured off to find the others.

"Hey!" I yelled.

"Where did you all wonder off too?!"

"We're over here!" I heard Kara shout back.

I trailed off through the small, stubby trees in search of them. I followed the source of Kara's voice, and the direction from which it came. I walked probably for five minutes before finding the two girls sitting beneath trees applying a little mascara while looking into compact mirrors.

"Come here Layla," Kara looked up at me, "let me put on some of your eyeliner."

I obeyed, letting Kara apply it. But you know her; she didn't stop there. She put on mascara, eye shadow, and a bit of foundation and even blended a little.

"There! You look fab." Kara admired me, and then put away the make up in its cosmetic bag. Then her eyes moved to my hair, and she beckoned me back over and sighed. My hair was wet, and tangled, so I let her work her stuff.

"I think if I throw it in a braid it will be just fine." Kara muttered.

"Did you put up your hair before you swim?" Kara questioned.

"Yes, but I swim so fast that my hair ties slip out of my hair." I grinned.

"Man! I might have to get you some very tight hair ties then." Kara said.

"I loaned her some of my super tight ones, and they're the expensive ones from the drugstore." Linda added.

"Really? Well I know a place in the mall that sells only beauty supplies. I have been there and bought some extremely tight hair ties for my salon. I had clients complain that the hair ties were so tight that it gave them headaches." Kara spoke as she picked up her cosmetics and put them away.

"Can I get some of those hair ties?" I inquired trying to tolerate Kara tugging my hair into a TIGHT Dutch braid.

"Yeah, I can grab some on the way home." Kara finished off my braid securing it with a hair tie.

"Hey, Layla, I have been wondering, about that article about your Mom that you said the Mermish Delegation had. Do you by chance have it?" Linda asked.

"Yeah, I have a copy I found on Rongelap Island in an abandoned laboratory or institute of some kind." I informed them.

"You what?" Kara looked as if she had just been proposed to. I then realized I hadn't told them until now. What a dork I was! All this time I had forgotten about that lab, and brought it up now.

"Show me what you're talking about!" Linda handed me a map, I pointed to Rongelap Atoll.

"Here, on this island is what I speak of." I began.

"There is a laboratory with microscopes, and filing cabinets full of articles about mermaids! "And the Mermish Delegation doesn't know anything?!"Linda asked in bewilderment.

"Yeah, cause you're the only one who knew about that lab. You could've told us sooner Lay I mean Sasha!" Kara looked actually angry. I sighed.

"I am sorry. I am a teenager with hardly any common sense, bare with me."

Linda nodded. "It's okay. The Mermish Delegation may be disappointed when you tell them, but you have to tell them. Like NOW!" Linda insisted.

"I just changed though!" I exclaimed.

"Doesn't matter! This is urgent!" Kara joined in and tossed me sunscreen and my wet tankini to change back into.

I obeyed, and hid behind a bush to change. Then I sprayed on sunscreen, rubbed it in, and uncomfortably waddled back to the others who were in their own suits. Jake came around the corner, and noticed.

"Whoa? What the heck! I thought we were gonna head back home." Jake posed.

"Looks like Layla has some explaining to do." Kara looked at me.

I groaned, and then filled Jake in; it took two whole, long minutes.

"Oh. I better come too then." Jake already was wearing a wet suit.

"No baby, you know you don't swim as fast as the rest of us." Kara hugged Jake.

He sighed.

"Yeah, but I feel that I can help." Jake offered. Kara looked at Linda, then me. I shrugged; I honestly didn't care if Jake tagged along.

"Fine, but please try to keep up with us." Kara gave in.

"Yes!" Jake said.

"Let's go! We have to hurry!" Kara rushed us all; she was ready to go with all our stuff in her backpack. We all jogged to the beach excited for the exhilaration of swimming. One thing you probably didn't know about mers, is it takes a minute to transform if we're on an adrenaline rush. As you know adrenaline is a hormone your brain triggers when you're afraid or excited. When making contact with water, a mer's brain senses the rush and thus speeds up the process by a whole lot. That adaption is very useful, like the time I dove off that sea cliff in Nauru; I made my transformation in under a minute.

_Jake? Linda? Layla? You guys with me? _Kara rang out.

_Here!_ I replied.

_Check!_ Linda called thrusting her beautiful, kelp green tail forward.

_Wait up! _Jake said from behind, doing a frog kick to keep up.

_We need to stick together! Layla, that means no going ahead!_ Linda instructed me.

_Arg,_ I was already ahead by ten flicks of my tail. I waited for the others to catch up like a horse pawing impatiently at the ground, locked in its stable waiting to gallop freely. Finally we were all together, that's when we sped through the water northward to the trench near Kara's home. We were there in fifteen minutes what would've taken me only five.

_Layla? Would like to open the portal?_ Jake asked me.

_Uh, okay,_ I clutched my totem in hand and recited the spell.

_By the power bestowed to me,_

_by the merfolk of the sea,_

_grant me entry toUrbem sub mari!_

My dolphin totem began to glow a luminous violet and the spinning vortex opened. I was through the portal in five seconds. I was followed by yes, Jake, then Kara, and Linda.

_That still mesmerizes me even today. _Kara's eyes were huge.

_You are catching on so fast!_ Linda smiled.

_If something fascinates me, then I learn all I can._ I said.

_Onward!_ Jake was ahead of us.

_Not without me!_ I sped away from Linda and Kara.

We entered through The Enormous Stone Arch, called "Saxumingensarcus" in Latin. We headed straight to theCuria Delegation, and entered into a main foyer.

_Hello, may we please speak to a representative please. This regards very important matters with Layla Aronson. _Kara requested of a tall, thin merman behind a desk.

_Very Well, please wait,_ he pressed a button. I guessed for service, he motioned towards chairs for us to wait. We waited silently, I sat in boredom. Jake starred off into a distant land, Kara just tapped her finger on the arm rest of the chair, and Linda day dreamed. Apparently the Delegation was still in session, so we had to wait half an hour to speak to a representative.

_Greetings, I am Trey Bongoli. I am here to discuss 'important matters regarding Layla Aronson.' _Mr. Bongoli read from a slip in his hand.

_Why yes, that is us._ Linda answered a little impatiently.

_Please, come this way._ Trey beckoned us to follow.

We were led to a small conference room, Trey had brought along my file which contained all my information. These people were so organized.

_May I look at the file please?_ Jake asked.

_Please do_, Trey smiled politely. Jake opened the file carefully, and pulled out the article sitting right on top_. Oh Lord Jesus!_ I thought to myself. I had sweaty palms (yes, somehow that is possible for mers underwater). I hoped this wouldn't cause an outrage with the Delegation. I really didn't know how we were going to deal with this problem.

_So what needs to be discussed today? _Trey said trying to get the show on the road.

_Apparently, Layla failed to inform the Delegation about a, _Kara paused, _an issue. _Every pair of eyes turned to look at me, for an explanation of course. I knew excuses were not really a choice; I had to just tell it straight out.

_On my way to Australia, I stopped at Rongelap Island and found something very startling that you should've known about immediately. There was a laboratory where I found a copy of that article, _I pointed to the paper in Jake's hand_. _Trey looked taken aback because of the reality of my words.

_This lab, _I continued, also _had numerous files on merkind, many on the possibility of our existence._

_Well Ms. Aronson, _Trey sighed_, I am leaving you to decide what should be done about this threat. _Mr. Bongoli came here for help in the first place! I was angry that Trey wouldn't at least make a suggestion; at least advice would make me happy.

_Look, _I tried not to put edge in my words. _The very reason we met with you was not only to inform you about this situation, but get guidance as well._ _And if you're telling me that I must solve this problem on my own I think I should at least be allowed to get some decent advice._ I looked at Linda, then Kara and Jake, who were sitting by one another as a couple. I knew they would agree. All three nodded in agreement (told you I was right).

_Fine,_ Mr. Bongoli gave in and I grinned.

_I say we teleport ourselves there and wreck all the files_. Jake offered.

_Then we leave the place looking like it was, all we have to do is get rid of the files and anything else that has anything to do with mers. _Linda added.

_Oh, but there's also an old computer as well. _I recalled. Everyone looked over at Jake.

_I can clear the hard drive of any suspicious files._ Jake told us.

Trey nodded and requested one final thing. _What you plan to do seems very reasonable to me, but I believe it is a must that we have some of those papers on file here in our archives._

_I just so happen to have some articles in my own possession. _ I said.

_Well, if you do not mind is it alright that we may add the ones you have into our own archives and some others you find in the laboratory as well?_ Trey posed. I didn't care; they were just taking space back up at Linda's. Besides, I didn't have all that much time to examine them.

_Okay,_ I approved.

_I believe you all know what your task is, so now I leave it in your hands. Please keep it confidential, we wouldn't want to cause any worry among the public._

_Thank you for your time Mr. Trey Bongoli, it was nice meeting with you_. Jake lended a hand to Trey, smiling.

_It is my pleasure as a representative of the Mermish Delegation. _Mr. Bongoli shook Jake's hand.

_Have a good day,_ I smiled at Trey.

_You too,_ Mr. Bongoli smiled back professionally. Trey Bongoli gathered up my file and stood up. I wonderedif the Mermish Delegation had a file on hand for every registered mer in their system? They're like the U.S. government; they know everything about you just so they can keep track of who pays their taxes, and who doesn't. We all stood up and left the conference room.  
><em>So, I believe you all know what must be done.<em> Linda thought to all of us as we came out into the foyer again.

I nodded, and so did Linda and Jake.

_Should we use a portal to teleport ourselves to Rongelap Island?_ I asked.

_Yeah, it is the fastest way. _Linda answered my question.

_Let's take care of our business._ I said swimming out of the building followed by the others.

Upon exiting the city, Linda opened a portal with a spell that I had never heard before.

_Oh deep waters of every ocean and sea,_

_Open a portal to Rongelap Island for me._

Just like that, there was a luminous glow and a portal appeared.

_Everyone in! Quickly now, wouldn'twant the portal closing on you! _I think Linda called from further back as I sped through the vortex. I was instantly teleported to shallower waters; I recognized the familiar surrounding reef. Just only about two weeks ago I was here. Immediately I swam towards the surface not bothering to wait for the others. I took in the beauty of this tropical wonder. To me, there was nothing better than to have this deserted island, smack dab in the Pacific Ocean all to myself. It was simply paradise. This place was almost surreal, but in a dreamlike sort of way (Does that even make sense?) Jake surfaced behind me followed simultaneously by Kara and Linda.

"Let's swim ashore!" I exclaimed eager to feel the fine, almost purely white sand underneath me. I dove back in the water and paddled inward to the soft waves rolling on the beach. I simply then let the waves carry me to shore. On the sand I sprawled myself out to dry and transform. I was soon joined by the Linda and Kara. Lucky Jake, all he had to do was literally just walk ashore.

"Oh my gosh!" Linda gaped.

"We could take a vacation here!" Kara added.

"I've only seen photos of this tropical scenery online, but in person it's simply stunning." Jake was amazed.

"Layla you were so lucky! You got to see this everyday on your way to Brisbane." Linda coveted.

"The sunsets and sunrises were just," I hesitated, "out of this world." As I dreamed about the sunsets and looked around, the hill with the dreaded lab perched atop of it came into view. It reminded me of our order of business. I looked down at my tail; it was still a ways away from being near human form. I sighed, and then sat there for eighteen minutes until I had my legs again.

"Finally! Now let's get down to business!" I said as everyone to up to make the hike up the hill to the lab. The trek took us four minutes, then another ten minutes to get the generator going. When I swung open the door, the smell of old mustiness filled my nostrils.

"This is it! Let's get this over with people." I ordered.

"Where is that computer you mentioned?" Jake questioned.

"In there." I pointed to the room with computer and microscopes. I followed Jake into the room to see if he could get the old dinosaur booted up.

"Whoa! This thing is an iMac from 1998! I have only ever seen these things once." Jake told me as he pulled up the chair and pressed the 'power' button on the CPU. He blew dust off the huge monitor and key board.

"Dang, that's old." Linda glanced from the doorway at the computer.

"I know." I agreed.

"Look at that!" Jake exclaimed as the processor rrred to life.

"It works after who knows how long." Jake was impressed.

"How do you want us to do this Layla?" Kara called from the file room. I turned to go assist her in ridding of the files.

"Well for starters, I'm going to let you and Kara look through the articles and keep the ones that look the most suspicious." I instructed.

"Okay. Let's get started then Linda." Kara said as she opened the cabinets to begin this laborious task.

"Maybe in an hour or two we can switch jobs. I will be in the room with microscopes with Jake getting rid of any microscope slides to see if there is anything wary in there." I said. Linda and Kara nodded in response.

"Let's do this!" I exclaimed to get everyone at a fast pace. I dug right into a cabinet next to the microscopes containing microscope slides. I sorted through those for an hour and a halffinding mainly slides of nothing but cells of different fish and ocean life. But just as I was about to give up, I came across slides of mermaid scales.

"Guys look at this!" I alarmed the others.

"What'd you find Layla?" Jake scurried over to my side. His eyes went wide after he saw what had set me off. The two girls were right behind him also gasping about what their eyes were seeing.

"This place is…" I trailed off.

"Freaky!" Kara put it.

"To threatening to our kind." Jake added.

"What do we do?" I fumed.

"We must bring it to the Delegation along with the files you have Layla that they want in their archives." Linda instructed. I nodded, carefully placing the microscope slide back in its box to give to the Delegation.

Fifteen minutes later Jake found something….

"No!" Jake's eyes were ginormous.

"What is it now?!" I asked getting up to peek over his shoulder. He was looking at a file full of videos. Kara heard us and came into the room beckoning for Linda to follow. They stood behind me to watch what Jake and I were already drooling over. Jake scrolled through and clicked on a random video. The video quality was pixilated and grainy; a man came on screen with a lab coat and gloves holding a microscope slide. This wouldn't be good.

"What we have here is a very intriguing specimen." The man said.

"Probably, just maybe a break through if it's what I think it is." He went on.

"I believe, it is mermaid scales." He guessed. Now I was really on edge. Oh crap.

"Let me demonstrate why I think this." He turned the camera to face a microscope.

"When I put these scales under a microscope and add water to it, a very bizarre phenomenon occurs. It's just…" the man hesitated.

"Well let me just show you a time lapse of it." The camera switched to the scales under the microscope. The sped up video clip of it showed mermaid scales morphing.

"Something uncommon is happening here, the scales are literally transforming into human skin cells! Why is this?!" the man's voice narrated.

"There is no other explanation! It's as if a fish is undergoing a metamorphosis into a whole other species; a homo sapien! Human! It's changing its whole genetic make-up!" He continued.

"I assure you this is not fake!" the man's voice stated.

"Please tell me what you think of this astounding phenomenon Dr. Reflech." The camera turned to face the man again.

"This should not be taken lightly." The man's voice sounded stern.

"I thank you for taking the time to watch this and considering this startling discovery." The video ended.

"We're in deep doo doo now." I remarked. Linda giggled even though she knew how serious this was.

"That's not funny! This is bad!" Jake glowered at us.

"We don't even know who this Dr. Reflech guy is!"

"Guys! This could mean…" Kara trailed off.

"You know it could be a sham right?" Linda retorted.

"Yeah? Well what if it is real?" Kara said.

"There's only one way to see." I pointed to the microscope.

"You know for once Layla that's actually a good idea." Jake reached to grab the slide of the scales.

"Here." Jake gave me the slide.

"Thanks." I smiled. I walked over to the microscope and took the cover slip off. Dust flew everywhere making me cough. I brushed of the dust trying to ignore the old musty smell. I plugged in and turned the microscope on and waited a minute as the microscope light bulb flickered on. I slipped the slide with scales under the stage clips, put the high power magnification lens on, and looked through at the microscope. It was a bit blurry, so I focused it with the fine adjustment knob.

"Can I get a turkey baster filled with water?" I requested putting out my hand. I heard a hand clutch a baster and then turn on the facet to fill it up. Kara handed it to me and crossed her arms as if she was expecting to be right.

"This is gonna take a while…." I told the others dropping water droplets onto the scales.

I let the others take a look at the scales.

"Oh my gosh! The scales are morphing!" Linda gasped after eight minutes of looking at them.

"Told you it would!" Kara tapped Linda on the shoulder to have a look.

"Then that means…" Jake stroked his chin.

"It's means that we have to upload all these videos onto a flash drive and give it to the Mermish Delegation." I suggested.

"What else did you have in mind that we do?" I asked.

"Seems reasonable." Jake nodded.

"Then I will delete all these videos off of the hard drive." Jake added.

"Great." I replied. Jake pulled a flash drive in a small plastic waterproof case out of his wet suit pocket and put it in the USB port.

"Always prepared!" he chuckled. Did he always carry one? Gosh he was such a geek.

"Honey look at this it's cool!" Kara exclaimed fascinated by the scales.

"No, I believe you. I have work to do." Jake replied typing furiously away at the keyboard, then clicking a lot.

"Can I have a peeky peeky?" I asked.

"Sure." Kara stepped out of the way to let me look.

The scales divided and multiplied into many skin cells.

"Whoa." I was astonished.

"It's amazing isn't it?" Linda agreed.

"When we see it almost every day we it take for granted; it's just so much more complex and breathtaking up close." Linda put it.

"Shouldn't you guys be getting back to work?" Jake said from the desk.

I sighed looking up from the microscope, "yeah girls he's right."

"Just a little while longer." Kara begged.

"Okay. But I am going to get back to looking through all this lab equipment." I said.

For the next hour I sorted all the lab equipment, and didn't find anything else too alarming. Then I helped Kara and Linda go through the mountain of articles, which took us three hours to categorize them. It only took Jake an hour and forty-five minutes to clear the hard drive of files on the old desktop computer so he helped us classify files as "keep" or "destroy" into piles.

"Whoa! So glad that's over and done." I said standing up.

"What do we do now?" Linda looked at Jake for direction.

"We burn it. How else do you suppose that we rid of these papers?" Jake advised us bluntly.

"That's a quick way to do it." Kara agreed.

"I say we make it a bon fire on the beach at sunset!" I offered.

"I don't want to wait until sunset! Besides what if a passing ship or chopper saw it as an S.O.S. signal?" Jake pointed out.

"True." Kara said.

"We have to make the burning of these files as secret as possible." Kara added.

"Come on we're on a deserted island in the middle of the south-pacific! No one will see; we're like thousands of miles from any civilization!" I pleaded.

Jake and Kara exchanged glances.

"You gotta admit it'd be fun just the four of us…" Linda sided with me.

"It will be short. Like fifteen minutes short." Kara gave in.

"Yes!" I shouted.

"We should go back home and get soda, chips, and some…" Linda began.

"It's fifteen minutes Layla; we probably won't need any of that." Jake reminded me.

"You two don't know how to have fun!" I remarked at Kara and Jake. Linda smiled.

"Let the kid have fun, she's been working all afternoon." Linda stood up for me.

"Whatever." Jake answered.

I smiled at Linda; she grinned back.

"So who's hungry?" I inquired.

"That was random." Linda laughed.

"Randomness defines me." I replied.

"I was thinking Thai food." Jake looked off into the distance as if dreaming of Thai food.

"Or like, how about Mexican?" Kara suggested.

"Yeah!" I agreed.

"Fine, we can do Mexican. But next time we have to get Thai food." Jake agreed.

"Linda are you cool with that?" I asked not wanting to leave her out of this decision.

"Sure. I'm feeling like Mexican," Linda shrugged.

"So that means we head back and eat then destroy the files at sunset?" I questioned.

"Pretty much," Jake nodded.

"Awesome," I replied.

"Race you! Last one back in the water is a loser!" I called flying down the hill towards the beach.

"Eat my dust!" Kara shouted back as she caught up and took the lead.

"I am already half way there!" I called back sprinting in front of her. Then that's when I noticed out of my peripheral vision Jake whiz past me, he was literally a blur.

"Newbies!" He teased us back. That did it! I wouldn't let Jake win. I leaped like a gazelle passed Jake and down to the beach.

"I don't think so!" I shouted breathing hard with my hands on my hips, and my heart pumping at 115 BPM.

"Dang you guys are fast!" Kara finally said as she caught up to me and Jake.

"Whoa! What an adrenaline rush!" I was PUMPED.

"Hello again." Linda waved to us she moseyed down to meet us.

"Wow, you didn't even run did you? Talk about lazy." Kara remarked.

"I am not lazy," Linda called back as she sprinted towards the water.

"Layla said last one -or ones in this case- into the water are the losers." She reminded us grinning at us from where she was standing knee deep in the water. We were standing on sand. I groaned; she was technically right.

"Okay you got us!" Jake crossed his arms smiling. I knew his next move; I darted to Linda's side and crossed my arms smirking.

"Actually I am not a loser because I am not the last one in the water." I replied. Kara and Jake looked at one another.

"Arrg." Kara said plodding into the waves. Wow, wasn't Jake catching on? His reflexes were slow.

"Loser!" I taunted him pointing and laughing hysterically.

"Crap!" Jake shouted finally meeting us in the water. I rolled my eyes.

"Let's go," I said immersing myself in water already making an instant transformation. The others immediately followed behind as we raced past the waves into the depths. We came to a pause and opened the portal again;we were transported to the trench in where we had begun.

_Hey Linda,_ I thought.

_Sup?_ She thought back in reply.

_Wanna race to the surface?_ I offered. She looked hesitant to agree.

_I can give you a head start; say fifteen seconds._ I smiled.

_Don't even bother; she will beat you even with a fifteen second lead way. _ Kara told Linda.

_Fine, I will up to thirty seconds; double what I gave Kara. Up to the challenge?_ I proposed.

_Done._ Linda smiled.

_Ready_

_On your mark!_

_Go!_ Kara exclaimed.

_One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve. _I counted loudly. Crap, she was already half way there! But finally I was at thirty. I don't even remember starting to propel myself because I was so speedy. Linda was seconds from surfacing; but then I swam up so fast before her that I all I can remember is the pain of breaking the surface of the water. I blacked out.

"Hurry pull her ashore!" I heard a faint frantic shout. I couldn't see anything, it was only dark. I could hardly make out the sound of the words, they were muffled.

"I am pulling her as fast I as I can! She weighs like a million pounds!" The reply was less faint. I tried opening my eyes, but couldn't. I tried again, all I could see was bright sun light pouring in through my pupils.

"She's awake!" I heard.

"Guys, come ashore she's awake!" I could tell it was Jake yelling.

"Oh my head!" I groaned. My forehead was throbbing; I probably hit my head and had a concussion.

"We're coming!" Linda said paddling ashore.

Finally the girls crawled to shore; after all they were still in mer form. I hoped we wouldn't be seen. I wondered how long I'd been out, was it long enough for me to have my legs back? I felt for my tail, and winced. Yup, still slimy and scaly as always; that means I'd only been out for less than twenty minutes.

"Did I win?" I croaked.

"Yeah, but you almost killed yourself doing it." Jake said releasing his hands from around my torso.

"Can you breathe okay?" Jake questioned.

"Kinda," I replied wheezing.

"Don't attempt that ever again Layla, you scared all of us." Jake tried to reprimand me.

"Sorry." I apologized using all my might to pull myself up into a sitting position.

"Lay down! You're too weak to try to sit up." Jake informed me. I sighed thudding back down in the sand. I hated being weak and vulnerable.

"How long was I out?" I asked sounding groggy.

"I would guess seven minutes." Jake told me.

"Oh," I said in reply.

"You know you're out of your mind, right Layla?" Jake told me.

"Yeah," I smiled.

"Can we still go for Mexican?" I inquired.

"Do you feel up to it after that stupid stunt you pulled on us?" Jake posed.

"Sure, just let us go by the house and change first." I agreed.

"You still have fins, not feet. Wait until you are done morphing." Jake told me to be patient. I nodded.

"Hey Kara! Got any towels in your backpack?" I hollered.

"Yes, but I can't bring it over to you." Kara replied looking down at her tail. I looked at Jake; he got up to fetch it for me.

"Thanks," I gratified.

"Welcome." He mumbled. I dried myself and watched my scales slowly dissipate. I stumbled as I attempted to stand, but instead fell down. Kara seeing me struggling came over and grabbed my hand to help me stand.

"You all are so kind." I smiled my gratitude.

"Thanks, let's go." Kara said. The two of us joined the others already heading up the road to Kara's. Everyone freshened up quickly; Kara didn't even put on more than mascara and eyeliner. We ate at Mama's Mexican Restaurant; I ordered tamales. They were the best I had in a very long time, the others all ordered fajitas. We all ate happily although my head ached still from blacking out. Evidently I had "gone so fast that my body went into shock as I lost water pressure and erupted out of the water so rapidly," Jake had put it. I couldn't believe I had that in me. It took us an hour to eat our large quantities of food; every one of us finished everything. After all after a long morning going through articles we were famished.

Afterwards, we all went to see a movie to kill time before dusk when we'd head back to the island for our bond fire. I really wanted to see _The Lego Movie _alongwithLinda_,_ but Jake and Kara wanted to see _Robocop._ So we all ended up being divided; Linda and I went to see _The Lego Movie; _and Jake and Kara saw_ Robocop. _During _The Lego Movie_, Linda and I were laughing constantly. By the ending credits we both literally had aching abdomens because we laughed so much. I would say that was the most comedy I have honestly ever seen in one kid's movie. Even as we waited twenty minutes for Jake and Kara to get out of _Robocop_, we were still giggling. At last, Jake and Linda came out of _Robocop_ at 4:30 PM (6:30 PM on Rongelap Island, that meant is was almost sunset there). We were all ready to head home gather up the stuff for the bon fire and head back out to Rongelap Island.

We all agreed to meet back at Kara's in about half an hour to set out for the bon fire. I went home with Linda. I threw on a **clean** tankini under my clothes (you all know how much I can't stand damp swimsuits), put on my watch, and raided Linda's kitchen pantry of all her comfort food. I stuffed all of the snacks into my backpack (the waterproof one I used on my way here).

"Let's head out." Linda grabbed her car keys and I followed her out the door.

"Did you bring a bag of Lay's Sour Cream and Onion?" Linda questioned as she shoved the key in the ignition and buckled up.

"I brought every type of comfort food that was in your kitchen cabinets." I assured her.

"Oh Layla," Linda chuckled.

"You sure know how to pig out." Linda complimented.

"Why thank you." I replied putting my seat belt on.

At Kara's…

"May we come in?" I ran up the driveway to the door and knocked loudly.

"Yeah, it's open!" I heard Jake call in reply.

"Hello again." I sat next to Jake on the couch and plopped my pack on the coffee table.

"Is Kara ready to go?" I asked.

"Nope she's upstairs doing God knows what." He informed me.

"I'm gonna see what she's doing." I said ascending the stairs.

"Hey Kara, may I come in?" I knocked on her bedroom door.

"Sure," I heard a reply come through the door. Kara was just pinning her hair into a bun and putting on her flip flops on to go to the beach.

"Okay, I am ready!" Kara shouted quickly descending the stairs.

"Finally," Jake muttered.

We all ran a half a block to the seashore to our usual spot hidden among the rocks and dove in. It took me awhile to go from feet to fluke, alongside Kara and Linda.

_Oh crap!_ I looked at my watch.

_We have seven minutes 'till sun down on Rongelap Island! If we're gonna make it we need to go, like now!_ I told the others.

_Can y'all catch up with me? _I asked from already a good distance way from the gang.

_Okay, but do know the spell to teleport yourself to Rongelap Island?_ Linda inquired.

_Yes,_ I nodded.

_Good, we'll catch up. I know how much you wanna see the sun go down._ Linda smiled understandingly.

_Thanks!_ I thought back as I sped through the water already half to way to the trench.

_Oh, deep waters of every ocean and sea,_

_Open a portal to Rongelap Island for me. _I said reaching the end of the trench.

Instantly the portal was opened, and I swam through to reach where we had been this morning. I surfaced, and crawled slowly up shore like a sea turtle. Ugh, I have always hated doing this because it hurts my stomach. At last, I came to the dry sand and laid there trying to get dry, but that was difficult because of the waves washing over my tail. I decided to try climbing a ways more up the shore; soon I was joined by the others. At least we all had a great view of the sunset. I would've liked to enjoy it as a human though. Jake was lucky, he sat on a huge washed up log and watched the sun set peacefully.

"I don't think there is thing more vibrantly colorful on this planet than these sunsets," I admired.

"Yeah," Jake agreed in awe. Kara and Linda were speechless. As the final rays of light shown from just beyond the horizon, I had feet again.

"You know, sometimes I wish I could speed up the time it takes to undergo mermaid metamorphosis." I commented as I struggled to stand up. Jake offered his hand, but I managed on my own.

"That would be handy." Jake agreed.

"I wonder if there is a spell for that." Kara wondered.

"Kara, you know the rules for using magic for anything other than opening portals for teleportation." Linda reminded her.

"Really?" I said as I started up the hill towards the lab leaving the snack pack on the sand.

"Yes, the Mermish Delegation puts restrictions on the use of spells due to problems there have been in the past with over-using magic." Linda explained.

"Oh," I replied simply. For some weird reason there was an awkward silence as we ventured to the lab to fetch the files in we were gonna burn.

"So," I was tired of this to awkward silence.

"Let's grab the files and head out of this creepy place." Kara said like she was irritated.

_What's up with her?_ I thought only to Linda.

_It's just… _Linda paused.

_We'll talk about that later._ Linda pushed the thought aside. Hmm... Are you as curious as I am to here why Kara is annoyed over this? I decided it was best to let it rest and not interrogate to get information. We all set the files in separate cardboard boxes; we all grabbed one and lugged it down to the sand.

"Race anyone?" I suggested.

"After what happened today, I think we're all good." Jake replied obviously joining Kara in her bad mood. I sighed, Jake was such a killjoy. I shrugged and walked a ways ahead; I looked up and saw the bright Milky Way galaxy shining up above me. Stars and constellations have always fascinated me for as long as I can recall. For some reason tonight I especially wondered about them. I reached the beach myself and began to dump the files on the sand to burn. I looked up realizing that the others were still not down the hill yet. Oh well, I guess I walk faster than the others. I ran off down the beach for drift wood to burn, and placed the wood over the paper.

"Got any matches?" I put out my hand to grab them from whoever was carrying them.

"Here," Kara placed them in my hand.

"Thanks," I said, "dump the articles we're gonna burn here." I pointed to the files and drift wood I had dumped on the sand. I lit a match and threw it onto the heap of papers and drift wood and watched as the flames consumed the articles.

"Party time!" I yelled trying to bring up the mood. I ran to grab my bag full of snacks. Kara grinned looking at all the comfort food I brought for pigging out.

"That's all the junk food from my kitchen pantry." Linda told us snatching up a diet root beer and the bag of Lay's Sour Cream and Onion chips.

"Whoa," Jake eyes beamed, he grabbed a Kit Kat chocolate bar.

"This is sinful eating." Kara looked as if she was rejecting this.

"Girl!" I smiled.

"Don't listen to all those pathetic magazines about losing weight! It's okay to do this on special occasions!" I told Kara.

"I know you can't resist." Linda picked up a three Musketeers bar and handed it to Kara.

"Okay," Kara gave in smiling.

"Guess what I brought!" Jake pulled out a mini ukulele.

"Nice!" I shouted with happiness. I was glad that everyone's bitterness was fading.

For the next two hours the four of us ate junk food happily all while enjoying the fire burning bright, singing songs, telling jokes, and scary stories. It was probably 7:15 PM local time when we reached home from our bon fire. We were all exhausted even though it was still early. Neither Linda nor I were hungry we both had stomach aches from only eating junk food. All of us had a long day, but a good day. I was glad to finally be at home taking a shower and getting shut-eye.

_Back _in_the_Hawiian_Islands._

Amy was beat after such an extensive day of searching the whole island of Oahu for anything on Layla. Amy had searched through libraries, police stations, and at one point she was sure she would start giving out flyers about Layla. But Amy wasn't going to look that desperate; she thought that she was better than that. At one point Linda did come across an intriguing newspaper article on a washed up mermaid with a baby in her arms. The newspaper article was from March of 1999. That was fourteen years ago and Layla was fourteen years old, but Amy didn't really think much of it. It stated that the baby was given to an orphanage and the baby had an eerie resemblance to Layla. Amy being clever knew she couldn't pass up this article so she paid to get a copy of the article. For some strange reason Amy felt that she was making a smart choice bringing a copy of this article along with her on her cruise of the Hawaiian Islands to find Layla. It seemed like this article would somehow help her hunt down Layla.


	11. To True Tales of Tails Fans

Chapter 11: Rosie's Long Kept Secret

I woke to the shuffling of Linda drawing open the blinds of the window letting rays of light brighten up the room.

"Morning bed-head," Linda spoke softly as she clutched her coffee in hand. I yawned and then glanced at the clock on my watch sitting on the coffee table; it was 9 AM.

"Good morning," I acknowledged Linda back.

"Wanna watch some _Fox Sunday Mornings_? It would be nice to just catch up on news." Linda suggested reaching for the remote.

"Sure," I approved. I raised myself into a sitting position so Linda could sit down on the sofa too.

"Oh what's for breakfast?" I asked noticing that my stomach felt very hollow and empty.

"You can have the waffles I made," Linda pointed to some steaming hot chocolate chip waffles on the table.

"Thanks," I smiled smelling the chocolate that were drawing me in.

"Welcome," Linda responded plopping on the couch to watch the news. I stepped into the kitchen and picked up some silverware and a plate on which I set my two waffles. Then I joined Linda on the sofa.

"You still never told me why Kara was freaked out by that place yesterday." I recalled as Linda flipped through channels to find news.

"She had some rough experiences with near exposure. That is why that place gave her goose bumps." Linda explained.

"What kind of exposure?" I dared to question.

"As her cousin I vowed to keep it secret, but you are a close friend so I will tell you. As a young mermaid she wandered too far from our pod one day when our class was on a field trip at high tide. She got caught in a riptide and wasn't strong enough to escape the current; she didn't know she had to swim parallel to escape. Unfortunately a fisherman looked up and saw here in distress and thought she was a human girl drowning in a rip tide. That is when the genius attempted to dive in for her. Lucky for her she knew the invisibility spell only to be used in absolute emergencies as enforced by the Delegation. That incident was the first time she mastered that spell perfectly so she was able to be hidden from the man's sight. But because it was too close of a call the Mermish Delegation banished her at eighteen because of her lack of caution that day. Her parents begged the Delegation to let her keep her citizenship so she could come back to visit at least." Kara explained.

"Oh," was all I could say.

"So then how are her and Jake together?" I interrogated more.

"He volunteered to go with her out of love, plus he was tired of the rejection and strange looks from the other mers because of his genetic disease aqua-hominis." Kara answered.

"What compelled you to join them above the surface on land?" I just had to know the whole story.

"The Delegation wanted to hire someone to live on land anyway to 'monitor humans to keep their noses out of our business.' I took the job and moved here to help support Jake and Kara too." Kara told her part in the story.

"Thanks for sharing that you were_" I stopped when Linda put up her hand. At first I was going to take offense, but then I noticed her attentiveness to the screen. So instead of saying anything I too focused on the screen.

"Hello! Today we are here with a woman named Amy Rendoon the Hawaiian Island of Molokai. She claims that her adopted daughter who has mysteriously disappeared may be here on Molokai or in the surrounding islands." The broadcaster put the microphone in front of Amy to speak.

"Yes! I urge all viewers of this broadcast to keep an eye out for my beloved adopted daughter, Layla Rendo!" Amy acted. A photo of me smiling like a dork flashed onto the screen.

"Please, all of you, she is fourteen and went missing about nine days ago!" Amy faked; she even mustered a tear for more effect. I rolled my eyes.

"What else was it that you wanted the viewers to know?" The broadcaster let Amy speak into the microphone.

"I obtained an article that may have connection with my daughter's disappearance. You may think it strange, but please bear with me." Amy paused; she pulled out a folder from inside her shoulder bag. She opened the folder and there was that article! The waffle I was chewing about fell out of my mouth.

"Local Hawaiian Fisherman Claim to Have Seen Mermaids of the Coast of Maui." Amy read the headline. The broadcaster gave a look that said "I am puzzled."

"Now you may think this has nothing to with anything, but I tell you otherwise. This article describes a mermaid washed on shore with a child in her arms. It goes onto say that the mermaid that was washed up dead, but the child did not die. In fact, it says that the child was taken to an orphanage somewhere in Hawaii. Although it doesn't specify where. As you know my daughter was adopted and this article is from March of 1999, about fourteen years ago! As old as my daughter!" Amy was yelling into the microphone excitedly like as if she was on to something.

"Now please Mrs. Rendo, let me clarify what you just said for those watching. You are saying that your missing daughter is a uh, mermaid?" the broadcaster put it.

"Well, basically yes. If her Mom (who was carrying her when she washed ashore) was a mermaid, would that not make Layla a mermaid?" Linda replied. The broadcaster laughed.

"You are making quite some unbelievable claims." The broadcaster remarked.

"What? No, what I say is true." Amy gave a look of sincerity. I knew straight up no one was gonna believe a lie like that.

"Ma'am," the broadcaster tried to say nicely.

"I am afraid that if you are trying to convince me (or any of us for that matter) that mermaids exist, you must have conclusive evidence. Unless you have evidence, you cannot merely just declare that mermaids exist."

"I-" Amy stuttered. She didn't know what to say.

"Besides, that infant that was taken to an orphanage could be any fourteen year old girl that was adopted in Hawaii. So claiming that we have a mermaid among us is just too irrational." The broadcaster pointed out.

"Anyway, that is all the time we have for today so thank you for your time anyway. We'll all be sure to keep an eye out for Layla." The broadcaster smiled, and gave a cue with his hand to stop rolling the camera.

A frantic "Wait!" was all I heard from Amy before the newscasters cut back to the main news room. The announcers in the news room looked like they had just witnessed a crappy, low budget movie with horrible acting and worst special effects than anything they had ever seen before. Linda muted the T.V. and looked at me.

"Well that about threatens our existence." Linda said bluntly.

"Yeah," I chuckled.

"I am shocked Amy thought people would just believe her about the existence of merkind. She obviously wasn't thinking things through before she came on live T.V." I reasoned.

"What should we do about this?" I asked.

"Nothing." Linda replied.

"Why nothing?" I inquired.

"Well I mean we shouldn't respond to it because then people may get on our case. As mermaids upon dry land it is vital that we stay under cover. Can you fathom the consequences if we were exposed?" Linda reminded me.

"I don't want to begin to think of the possibilities." I said picturing myself in my mermaid form on an examination table with scientists surrounding me, injecting me with stuff, poking me with sharp lab tools, and taking scales for samples. I winced at the thought.

"I am gonna call Kara and see if she just saw that broadcast." Linda reached for the cordless phone and dialed Kara's number and did me the courtesy of putting the phone on speaker. It rang twice. Kara hurriedly picked up the phone on the other end.

"Oh my gosh! Are you calling about what was just on Fox? I saw everything!" Kara panicked right when she answered.

"Yup, that is exactly what I am calling you about! Like I told Layla, we need to keep undercover about this whole thing. Especially Layla_" Linda stopped mid-sentence.

"Why did you stop there?" Kara questioned.

"We shouldn't talk about this over the phone. Someone could tap into our conversation." Linda told Kara.

"Good point. How about I throw on my clothes, hop in the car, grab Jake, and we'll be at your place in ten minutes?" Kara configured.

"Terrific idea, I will make more waffles for the two of you then." Linda agreed.

"See ya in ten." Kara hung up. With that, Linda set the cordless phone back in place and hustled to the kitchen to whip up some more waffles. As I heard the clatter of kitchen wares in the kitchen, I took out my laptop to see if I could find the news website with same exact news feed. After five minutes of clicking web results and then the back arrow I found the clip of the news broadcast. It was even titled, "Crazy Molokai women tries to convince locals her missing daughter is a mermaid." I giggled at the title.

Just as I set my laptop down on the coffee table to join Linda in the kitchen, Kara and Jake burst Knocked on the door. I opened it for them. Jake looked as if he had just been aroused from sleep; his hair was ruffled.

"Wow that was record time," I greeted Jake and Kara.

"I didn't see the broadcast," Jake informed me.

"That's fine, I have a clip of it right here."I motioned to my Dell Inspiron Mini.

"Good," Jake sat down on the couch; he looked at me for permission to proceed in watching the video. I nodded and turned to join Kara and Linda in the kitchen.

"I can't believe Amy is going this far." I heard Linda say as she poured batter into the waffle-maker.

"Doesn't surprise me, she is a very determined individual." I stated.

"But why is she searching the world for someone she obviously didn't care for?" Kara posed.

"Yeah, I mean if she needed another person to do her chores she could just adopt another kid to do them." Linda agreed.

"If it comes to that, I pity the next kid whose life she'll also ruin." I responded. Linda chuckled.

"I think her motivation to find you takes root in her selfish pride." Jake joined our chit-chat walking lethargically in the kitchen after watching the video clip.

"What?" I turned my head to look at him. Jake always seemed to remain silent in important conversations like this, it seemed irregular to hear him contributing in.

"Amy, I think is very arrogant and she feels that she always has to be right. You leaving her to come here to Brisbane was like a slap to her face." Jake spoke up.

I shrugged not knowing how to respond at first. I sat down at the dining room table as if that would help me put the pieces together in my mind.

"Alright, but what does that mean if I hurt her pride?" I questioned wondering how this had anything to do with the issue at hand.

"It means Layla that Amy won't stop at anything to find you." Jake clarified as he pulled up a chair to join me.

It hit me. Jake was right; if Amy had already come this far to think that I could possibly be a mermaid then… Then what was to stop her from following my tracks to Australia?

"What do we do?" I asked what probably everyone was thinking.

"Well, before we decide what we're gonna do let's look at the possibilities." Jake told me. Kara and Linda got that was kind of their cue to sit down to talk. Linda brought steaming plates of waffles, napkins, maple syrup, and utensils. Kara and I assisted Linda in setting the table.

"Yummy! Thanks for the waffles Linda," Jake drowned his waffles in syrup.

"So, we must get our priorities straight. First off, whatever happens Amy cannot know about Layla or any of us." Jake started.

"That's a given," I said taking a large bite out of my waffles.

"Yes, but she seems to be already making so many assumptions. I mean she pretty much already found out about your mermaidness Layla." Kara pointed out; I could tell in her eyes that all of this was a painful reminder of her incident. Whatever though, as of now that wasn't made a critical point. I sighed; this isn't just something where if we laid low it would dissipate in a few days. Kara was right.

"So she says stuff about mermaids being real, but who will believe her? After all she told normal people –humans- and to them mers don't exist. Her claims probably sound like mere foolishness to them." Linda rebutted.

Jake nodded as he looked deep into thought and I sat here simply just listening to the others discuss. Both seemed to be right.

"Both of you seem to be considering two aspects of the situation which is great. In this moment though, we should do what can be done." Jake looked to the present.

"Alright, so that means we just…?" I thought of possible solutions.

"Lay low," Kara says. I nod, makes logical sense.

"And like I told Layla, do nothing and have no reaction." Linda added.

"Although, I have to move apartments like really soon…" Linda stated.

"What? Why would that be necessary?" Jake questioned.

"Well people may question why Layla sleeps in my living room." Linda looked around the living room where all my belongings were set in a meager corner between the couch and the wall. My clothing was neatly folded in stacks, but it looked unnatural to be sitting on the floor unless I was like folding laundry. And then there was the couch which upon were unfolded blankets that needed to be tidied.

"She can move in with me." Kara announced. I glanced her way.

"You want to take care of me?" I asked. This was very random coming from Kara. Kara smiled and nodded.

"Do you have room?" Linda inquired.

"Sorta, I will have to move some stuff out of an extra room I have." Kara answered.

"I can help you with that," I jumped in.

"Okay, then it's settled. Layla can move in with you," Linda approved.

"Great, can I have a box or two to put my clothing in to move to Kara's?" I said eyeing my belongings.

"Of course, later though," Kara answered glancing at the clock on the wall in the kitchen. I nodded.

"Hey guys I have to begin on my homework," Linda thought ahead to her day.

"You do, then should we go?" Jake asked Linda.

"Yes, I am afraid so. Do you mind taking Layla now to your place to get her settled? I mean the sooner the better, right?" Linda insisted looking at Kara.

"Hmmm," Kara narrowed her eyes.

"You're right. Better now than next week sometime," Kara said finishing the waffle on her plate.

"Okay well then I need boxes. Where are they?" I looked at Linda.

"Oh yes, there are empty boxes in the coat closet." Kara pointed to a tiny closet in the hall.

"Good," I got up to get them.

I opened the closet and found a medium sized box that said, "Kevin's Kettle Korn: Only the sweetest and freshest." There was also threes other boxes that were "Kevin's Kettle Korn." Gosh, Linda must have a thing for kettle corn.

"Dang Linda, did you seriously eat four boxes of kettle corn on your own?"I called from the hallway. I heard Linda laugh.

"No Layla, I could never eat four boxes of kettle corn on my own." Kara told me.

"It was someone's birthday at work and I brought kettle corn to share at the party. I brought it because my co-workers love kettle corn, I just took the empty boxes."

"Oh," I responded I bending down to grab the boxes. It took me literally only fifteen minutes to put all my clothing in boxes, and grab all my belongings from all over the apartment and put them in my backpack.

"Hey Jake could you lend me a hand picking up that box of clothes for me?" I said with my own hands full of my book bag and my other backpack I used to travel from Hawaii.

"No problem," Jake assisted me picking up two boxes. Kara grabbed her handbag and assisted Linda voluntarily by picking up the last two as well.

"Dang Jake how can you carry two boxes at one time?" I ask looking at the boxes he carried.

"These weigh as much as two feathers." Jake boasted.

"Thanks you guys," I said shutting the trunk to Kara's car.

"Kudos to you and your strength." I nodded.

"Thanks y'all," I slammed the trunk to Kara's car.

"You are welcome," Linda returned my gratitude.

"Well I guess you should leave now," Linda looked to her wrist at an imaginary watch.

"Okay, but can I change out of my pajamas first?" I ask.

"Your stuff is already in the car, just change when you get to Kara's house." Linda told me.

"Fine," I sigh.

"Bye cousin," Kara pulled her keys out of her Guess handbag and unlocked the BMW.

"See ya," Linda hugged Kara, then me which I returned gladly (I personally love hugs, and always return them) and waved farewell to Jake.

"Bye," I spoke up as I was about to step into the car. Kara heard me and turned to wave and headed up to her apartment. Jake and Kara were already in the car and I followed them. Kara drove us up the road on the highway to her beach house.

"So Layla, I mean Sasha (that's what we need to get used to calling you) I was planning that we could run home with your stuff. Clear out that room I have for you and go to IKEA to you know help spice up your new bedroom. Maybe that will clear your mind of this whole thing." Kara told us.

"Sound good?" Kara asked my approval looking in the rearview mirror at me in the back seat.

"Cool with me," I agreed. My attention was elsewhere, I was looking out over the skyline set on the horizon. I have always marveled at modern-looking structures such as skyscrapers.

**Rrrr** went the little BMW as we pulled up the driveway of Kara's beach house. As I opened the car door and stepped out onto the concrete, I heard the roar of the ocean a block down the road. It calmed my spirit and made me content that I was near the ocean again. I just felt that Linda's apartment complex was just too inland a ways, here I could hear the ocean which gave me a sense of security for some odd reason.

"Lay- I mean Sasha, come get a box out of the trunk." Jake pleaded me to assist him. I took my book bag and a light box of clothing. Kara and Jake managed the rest of the stuff out of the trunk and brought it inside.

"Awesome. Now next order of business, to Sasha's new room," Kara directed us. This new made-up name of mine was a pain; I was going to have to rewire my brain to respond to the name Sasha.

"Let's start getting boxes to the garage, I can store it there." Kara pointed to specific boxes. The storage space upstairs which Kara referred to as my 'new bedroom' needed quite a lot of clearing out. Moving box after box took an hour and a half, and most either contained books or hair supplies for the new location Kara was planning to open up soon across town. That made for heavy boxes that could pull out your back if not carried right, so I was glad to be done. I relaxed at the barstools in the kitchen munching on some Triscuits while Jake and Kara sorted through some of the of boxes in the garage. I heard the sound of the door to the garage from the kitchen slam shut behind the two of them after twenty minutes.

"Finished!" Jake huffed as if out of breathe.

"Yup, so that means off to IKEA_" Kara said.

"Great, let's go," Jake proceeded to stand up.

"In forty-five minutes," Kara finished her sentence.

"Ugh," Jake grumbled.

"Why must we wait?" Jake wanted a reason.

"You know I can't go to public places without make-up on my face, Jakeepoo." Kara responded. I loved Kara's little affectionate names for Jake. Jake slouched.

"I guess I could check the news to see if Amy actually got any more coverage," Jake walked with anger in his step as moved to the living room.

"May I shower?" I looked up at Kara.

"Make it snappy," Kara consented.

"Kay," I fetched some clothes to wear and went upstairs to take a steaming hot shower. You may think this weird, but I love my showers very hot just because it eases my tense muscles and calms me. By the time I get out I notice I am as red as a lobster.

I knocked on Kara's door with my bag of makeup; I wanted Kara to do my eyeliner. Whenever I did it always turned out funky.

"Is that you Jake?" Kara asked muffled through the door.

"No, it's me Layla," I nudged on the door slightly, it was ajar.

"Sasha you mean right?" Kara corrected me pinning a bun in her hair.

"I'm the same person either way," I shrugged.

"Can you do my eyeliner please?" I inquired politely. Kara nodded, and then out stretched her arm to receive my eyeliner. I then let her prod my chin upward so she could see my hazel eyes. Kara carefully did my eyeliner then opened up my make-up pouch and got out my lash-curler, mascara, foundation and powder and did it all for me! I loved someone else doing my makeup for me; it meant I could be lazy and not have to labor over my appearance.

"Do you mind if I do your eye shadow too?" Kara grabbed a palette and my make up brush and did it anyway. This particular look was very natural though which I liked.

"Okay put this away we need to go."

"What about my hair?" I asked.

"Put it in a braid or something," Kara handed me a hair tie.

"Let's go," Kara rushed me down the stairs.

"Did Amy get any more news coverage?" I asked Jake nervously bracing myself for what could be more bad news.

"Nope," Jake replied plainly.

"Really?" That calmed nerves and settled my heart rate by a lot.

"Yes. Why do you think she would get coverage for international news? Everyone probably thinks she's out of her right mind. She would be a waste of time and resources to broadcast anyway since she claims mers are real. Humans are in no way going to believe her claims unless she had solid proof." Jake explained with kind of a tone that suggested, "of course she won't be on live T.V. Duh."

"It just occurred to me that she might've been. She has her ways Jake. I lived with her, I know her probably a lot better than you." I argued.

"Hey Honey?" Kara queried.

"What?!" Jake hissed, he was annoyed at us for probably taking too long.

"Dude, what's your problem? You were arguing with a fourteen-year-old just now which is just plain childish for an adult to do. And now you're gonna respond to your girlfriend like that? Man do you have problems!" I was yelling at this point.

"Stop bickering!" Kara roared over me.

"Layla, we don't need two sense from the peanut gallery." Kara directed at me with a stern look like only something a mother could do.

"And Baby, why would you treat either me or Layla like this? You're not really acting like a gentleman today. I was just going to ask what was bothering you." Kara looked Jake up and down with distaste and a bit of sadness that Jake would act like that.

"Gosh, today I feel like I am raising two unruly children." Kara muttered.

"Everyone get in the car please," Kara asked of us in a gentle voice.

_I'm sorry for acting like that. Jake was being a grump_. I apologized.

"Layla not now," Kara said with a pained expression. Not one of us spoke on the way to IKEA.

**WHOOSH** went the automatic doors as we entered IKEA. Automatic doors were the best invention ever for lazy people who didn't feel like opening a door.

"Sasha, come with me to the home décor section; you need to help me pick an overall theme for your room so we can paint the walls and install light fixtures." Kara said beckoning me. I nodded; with Jake next to me I followed Kara.

_What was up with you earlier?_ I dared to ask Jake.

_I was impatient and I'm apologize. _Jake said stiffly.

_Me too, _I apologized back_._

_Anyway it is gone and passed so let us not regret it, but forget it._ I extended my hand as a gesture of truce.

_Yes, let's learn from it. _ Jake's lips formed a half moon smile and we both shook on it.

"Ooooooooh Sasha you're gonna love the shades of blue paint we could do for your room!" Kara called from a ways down the aisle.

"Coming," I yelled my reply.

"Blues! We could do a seaside get-away theme," I observed.

"Yeah, that's pretty much the theme I had in mind." Kara agreed.

"Do you like that?" Kara wanted my opinion.

"Yes, I actually love it," I assented.

Jake and I flipped through a section of paint samples titled "Beach Blues." Kara stood behind and nodded her approval as an option or shook her head and said "no," "nah," or "too dark," or "too bright" if the shade of blue didn't appeal. After two to three minutes we narrowed it down to five shades of blue named "beach blues," "south beach," "Caribbean crystal clear," and "sunset waters" and kind of aqua blue called "Bahamas beach blue."

The three of us looked at light fixtures. Jake suggested that we could install a dimmer which could allow you to adjust for dimmer or brighter light. That sounded handy to me; I am a fan of custom lighting.

Kara was fond of the idea too, so Jake said that he would install it.

"This dimmer is gonna be awesome," I complimented Jake on his brilliant idea.

"Thank you, ah Sasha," Jake returned my compliment.

"Onward to furniture now guys." Kara enthused us as she led the way for us all.

"YES! Onward to victory!" I cheered as I skipped alongside Kara. Jake followed grinning; the mood of tension had totally gone and was replaced by a mood of good cheer.

Aisle after aisle, we went, I skipped and played like a child prancing through a meadow of tulips. Jake found awesome bedspread that matched the "Bahamas beach blue" color of paint, with some light lemon-lime yellow faded looking throw pillows to compliment the blue-tealish kind of bedspread. Kara picked out a simple light for the ceiling, and a bedside lamp which makes for great light while reading at night. I found a matching set of furniture with a sandy tan bed frame with book shelves on the sides, bedside table, dresser, and a small desk with compartments, and plus a soft cushy twin mattress. Kara thought we should go with that same exact furniture set in white, so we were both at our differences. Jake thought that our colors best went with the sandy tan set, so we settled for my taste of color; after all it was my room right? I mean this was MY own personal dwelling, it was better than any bedroom (correction: a large coat closet that Amy called my bedroom) I ever had so I was gonna make it the best it could possibly ever be.

As I and the gang chose cute, beachy type things to decorate my new room I grew excited to see the outcome of it all. Kara hired some painters to come paint the walls "Bahamas beach blue" on Monday afternoon, then we would have the furniture shipped and moved for us Tuesday morning. Jake would then put the lighting in that evening; only two days then my dreams would be reality! I felt as if I couldn't wait another minute. I was like a Disney Princess bursting out the window to receive the new day, excited. The only other thing wrong is that it would look utterly and totally empty. I mean just picture my room with everything we just purchased like the book shelves, bedside table, and my desk with compartments containing nothing but air. It would look unnatural, and we're going for the 'I have always lived here, I didn't move in' look. If you ever swim about three thousand five hundred miles across an entire ocean you will know you cannot take every beloved possession with you. I am sorry to say that is not even possible for a mermaid. On our merry way to check out, I revealed to Kara this realization which got her wondering the same thing I was.

"Should we just ah... buy random things like books, stuffed animals, and other junk to make my room more, lived in?" I offered up my idea.

"What else can you do?" Jake shrugged his shoulders with his hands in his pocket casually.

"I know what we shall do," Kara said with her back turned to us putting the last bag of home décor in the shopping cart.

"Let us go to the Fashion Distribution Centre! My favorite place to shop!" Kara spoke in loud yet somewhat menacing way like an evil scientist with a plan.

"Ok, but what is it?" I said simply.

"Ah, let's see it is only… The largest place to shop in all of Brisbane! It is five times bigger and more immense than all of the shopping malls in this city combined!" Kara was just exhilarated describing it.

"Sounds like it would only sell clothing at extremely discounted prices." I under-estimated how good this place could really be.

"Oh no Sasha you are mistaken, they sell so much more than that." Jake interjected.

"Statistics on their website say they probably sell as much of a variety of products as eBay."

"Speak to me more about this seemingly mystical, but real place you speak of." I could only begin to imagine what they truly meant.

"Okay, but I shall tell you more on the way." Kara beckoned us to get in to the car, after all the stuff was in the trunk.

In the car, on our journey across a bridge with a great view of the Brisbane River, Kara told me of the majesty and wonders of such a place. I was told that there were incalculable dining choices, infinite vendors selling everything your brain could ever dream up; and of course what everyone is raving about was the discounts that made you say, "Whoa! Talk about a bam for my buck!"

Upon arrival, I nearly died of disappointment. It was outdoors, under the malevolent sunlight.

"You said it was the Neverland of shopping…" I muttered.

"I didn't tell you it was glamorous, I said it was just big." Kara stated.

"Glamour doesn't matter, it's the prices." Jake spoke.

"And actually the place we are going is indoors." Kara drove past the outdoor vendors.

My spirits ascended as we came to a super Wal-Mart sized building. Shopping was pleasurable, for three and half hours I browsed book after book, in all genres there are in literature, and the result was four stacks of books up to my waist, and I am 5'7½. Jake was pleased with me, but Kara was shaking her head.

"I enjoy reading, and I pity you because you will never know the joy in it." I retaliated Kara's stare of disapproval.

"I think it's terrific that you're a bookworm Lay no Sasha," Jake grinned. I smiled my thank you.

"Good thing for you Kara the sign on the other side reads, "80% off ALL books." I assured her.

"Yeah, I was gonna say that I wasn't going to pay for all those." Kara eyed all the books inside the two baskets that weighed down my arms. After Jake and I purchased the books which totaled to $27.90 (unreal price, right?) I silently roamed the store with my books in a cart searching for really anything that I desired.

"Have you checked out these candles," I asked Kara.

"No I haven't," Kara came over next to me and started sniffing candles with me. The afternoon continued in picking through all the girly things in the store that included scented things, stuffed puppies, pandas, bears, rabbits, and kittens, pillow pets to sleep with, CD's, cute greeting cards, Hunger Games posters with Josh Hutcherson on the front, pretty jewelry boxes, laptop cases, DVD's, art supplies, plush pillows, fluffy blankets, ect. Basically all the little things in a girl's bedroom that make her happy. I would say that we had plastic bags filled to the top with a little of everything that we bought listed above by 3:45 PM. Jake had just gone to a couple more stores down to look at computer parts, which I was surprised to see he that he bought some along with a book or two and like five movies.

"Man, I haven't had so much fun ever shopping in my life. I feel like a spoiled brat, thanks." I thanked both Jake and Kara.

"I bet you don't know how much I paid for all that do you Layla?" Kara grinned as we drove home.

"Well it would be impolite to ask," I began.

"When you're with me, you don't have to worry about those little things Layla. You are right it is courtesy, but for as much as I paid for all that merchandise it's not even rude. But it won't matter because the Delegation will pay back everything we bought today." Kara joked.

"Wanna guess?" Kara tried me.

"one hundred and five dollars," I estimated.

"Hardly, more like forty-five dollars," Kara boasted.

"Ha, that's a whopper the size of Texas!" I giggled.

"No, that's the real price I paid, I am not lying." Kara replied.

"Well if that is really the case I guess you weren't messing with me when you told me about this place." I was in awe.

"Yes and the most awesome part is that I know where all the gold's at," Kara said pleased with herself.

"You're so good at these things," Jake chuckled.

"Oh yeah, skill," Kara reveled in her self-accomplishment.

"Oh my GOSH!" I shouted as I trotted up the driveway of Kara's house.

"HOME! Now I can finally eat food!" I rejoiced. I ran to Kara's fridge.

"Hold it," Kara intervened, "What do want to eat I will make it, this is MY kitchen."

"But," I started.

"Don't question the queen's authority!" Jake played along.  
>"Her majesty does what pleases her." Jake bowed.<p>

"Even if it is a dictatorship," I muttered.

"I heard that! Cease her. Now, guard!" Kara pretended to command Jake.

"Rawr!" Jake took me by the arms and sat me down at the kitchen bistro.

"You will eat under my rule, for this is my kitchen!" Kara role-played.

"Nooooo! I believe in democracy, power to the people!" I shouted dramatically.

"No seriously Layla, what do you want to eat?" Kara stopped pretending, Jake got the idea to let go of me.

"A turkey sandwich," I asked.

"Okay, bread and roast turkey are in the refrigerator." Kara and Jake turned to get the stuff out of the trunk of the car.

"Cool beans," I got up to make myself food, five minutes later I handed Jake and Kara each a sandwich on a plate too.

"Here, this should keep you until supper," I sat down at the table nibbling on some strawberries on the side.

"Tastes like it came fresh from a deli," Kara appreciated my sandwich making skills taking a small bite.

"Ah food, shopping for computer hard drives and CPU's to build a computer can be tiring it feels great to replenish my hunger." Jake pulled out a chair next to Kara to sit down.

"You build PC's too? I thought you only repaired them." I inquired.

"Oh yeah, I also service in repairing tablets and smart phones. Right now I am also taking a college level course to repair MacBooks. " Jake said after swallowing a mouthful of his sandwich. Jake then pulled out his Galaxy s5 phone from his back pocket.

"Like this phone, I got it for twenty-five bucks with a broken camera lens and screen. All I had to do is order a new screen and lens from the manufacturer and put it on myself, it is super simple." Jake showed off.

"And that's your licensed business? Hmm, wow." I admired.

"Do you do anything else for a living?" I asked.

"Not really, I can pretty much support myself on that. Except in the autumn sometimes I am an assistant coach for the junior high football and cross country teams. It pays decently, but I just do it because the kids are awesome to hang with." Jake sipped his Dr. Pepper.

"That was good," I say finishing my sandwich and putting my plate in the dishwasher.

"I am gonna study for a biology quiz, can I call Rosie my study buddy to study with?" I asked earnestly.

"Hmmm, sure but if she ask to go into your room, tell her to stay out of your room because it's, uh," Kara hesitated, " 'under re-construction' " Kara directed. I nodded clutching Kara's cordless phone, and dialed Rosie's number on the paper she gave to me. The phone rang four times then Rosie picked it up, dropping it with a thud, then fumbling with it.

"Hello?"I said into the phone, I then heard something from the other end of the line with a bit of weight to it flop onto the floor.

"Ugh," I heard her mutter.

"Hi who is this?" Rosie finally spoke.

"It's me Sasha," I tried to say kindly.

"Oh, I am sorry I dropped the phone," she said, "I was just taking a bubble bath to soothe my nerves."

"Nice, do you wanna come over to study for the biology quiz?" I offered.

"Um… Yes I can, but in thirty minutes. I have to," she paused, "do the dishes."

"Great, just try to hurry," I rushed her.

"Oh and I live on Seashell Lane, the corner house with a white BMW out front." I informed her.

"Seashell Lane? That's walking distance. I live on Starfish Street, two streets north of you." Rosie beamed.

"Good, see you in a few?" I affirmed.

"Yup, bye," Rosie ended the call abruptly, and I hung up the phone.

"That was weird," I contemplated the call for a moment.

"Weird? What's the matter?" Kara sensed my confusion.

"There was a weird flopping noise in the background; it sounded like something really heavy flopped onto her bathroom tile." I recalled.

"How did you know she was in her bathroom?" Kara looked at me as if I were a creeper.

"She said she was taking a bubble bath to 'soothe her nerves' " I clarified.

"Hmm, and Rosie was the girl that you told Linda about who had a fascination with mermaids?" Kara confirmed.

"Uh huh," I nodded.

"Hmm, mysterious," Kara slipped the last dish in the dishwasher.

"Is it possible that, she is…?" I wondered.

"Ahh, I wouldn't assume anything. You just can never really tell," Kara reminded me.

"Yes, you are right," I laid the subject to rest.

"I guess I will move the rest of the stuff we got into my room to get it out of the way." I occupied myself.

Thirty minutes later…

I ambled onto to the driveway, expecting her to round to the corner soon. I soon saw a car pull up instead, Rosie jumped out with her backpack in one hand.

"Hey Sasha, my Mom wants to meet your Mom," Rosie called to me.

"Oh alright, hold on," I started inside.

"Hey Rosie's mom wants to meet you."

"Oh crap what do I tell her?" Kara fretted.

"My second legal guardian, and the cousin of Linda who is your older sister and first legal guardian," I made up.

"Repeat exactly what I just said to Rosie's Mom." I instructed Kara.

_I will repeat it to you telepathically_, I reassured Kara. Kara nodded trying to look natural, as she walked out to greet Rosie's mother.

"Hi, I am Kara," Kara smiled.

"I am Tabitha Brighton; you're Sasha's Mom right?" Mrs. Brighton extended her arm through the rolled down car window, Kara shook it.

"Uh, no. This is going to sound confusing but I'm…" Kara waited for me.

_Sasha's second legal guardian and the cousin of Linda who is her older sister and first legal guardian_

"Sasha's second legal guardian and the cousin of Linda who is her older sister and first legal guardian," Kara spoke each word as I sent them to her in thought. Tabitha processed that for a moment.

"I see, yes that is confusing." Mrs. Brighton beamed.

"Well it's nice to get acquainted with you then, I will be by at 6:30 PM to get her?" Mrs. Brighton decided upon a time.

"Yeah, then is fine." Kara agreed.

"Great. Bye Rosie, I love you." Tabitha pecked Rosie's cheek.

Kara and I waved.

"Hey Rosie," I acknowledged her.

"Hi, let's get to studying." Rosie skipped and walked up the driveway.

"What is messenger RNA in DNA one more time?" Rosie quizzed me.

I answered that four times, can we quit now?" I moaned.

"We've only been studying for forty-five minutes, come on fifteen more?" Rosie reasoned.

"I think we're going to pass that quiz regardless whether we study fifteen more minutes or not." I protested.

"Fine," Rosie sighed. Rosie got up and stretched, then looked out into Kara's sun room.

"You have an indoor pool?!" Rosie eyes lit up like a car's headlights.

"Uh, oh yes we do!" I pretended to be aware of it. Kara hadn't even said she had one.

"Can we please go swimming?" Rosie begged.

"Let me ask, please wait here." I took a moment.

"Kara!" I shouted.

"Hmm," I hear her from upstairs, I ran up to her.

"Rosie wants to swim in the indoor pool you never told me about." I whispered.

"Is there a way I could swim without morphing?" I wondered.

"Not that I know of, especially in a saltwater pool. You will actually transform quicker."Kara explained.

"Besides, if she was you know a fish why would she want to swim in front of people she just met? If she were a real mermaid she wouldn't showcase herself like that." Kara reasoned.

"Yeah, but what if we just said I that I am just gonna tan beside the pool." I purposed.

"One drop of water won't make us grow a tail." I said.

"Alright but you have to stay FAR from the pool in a lounge chair AWAY from the water." Kara emphasized.

"Yes ma'am," I responded respectfully.

"Scram! Go change into a bikini to tan in, and offer Rosie a swimsuit too." Kara demanded folding the rest of her laundry.

"Rosie come here!" I yelled across the house.

"Let me get you a swimsuit so you can swim, I am just gonna tan in a bikini." I told her, slipping into my room to grab it.

"Stay there for a moment." I opened a box to get the swimwear.

"Do you want a one piece, tankini, or bikini?" I questioned.

"A bikini is fine," she replied.

"Here," I set a blue one outside the door.

"Thank you," Rosie accepted it.

"The bathroom is right behind you," I say, looking for another bikini I could wear.

"Whoo! The water is so refreshing after studying up a sweat!" Rosie was thrilled.

"Good that you enjoy it!" I lay on a lounge chair 'tanning.'

"Come jump in with me, or I will make you!" Rosie yelled playfully.

"Um, no please don't." Now I was actually on the alert, I don't know her all that well. If she actually attempted to pull me in, I may actually be at risk.

_Kara she's training to get me into the water,_ I thought.

_Resist, tell her you are… allergic to the type of salt in the pool or something. You're bright, make up an excuse._ Kara left me to defend myself.

_You guys use telepathy?! How are you able to speak to one another telepathically? Why am I even able to hear you guys? _A familiar voice entered or conversation.

_ROSIE?!_ Kara shouted in my thoughts in disbelief.

_You guys heard me? _Rosie announced. I gasped aloud.

"Girl how are you able to hear our telepathic conversation?" I shrieked. Kara sprinted into the sun room.

"Tell me by the power of the Mermish Delegation entrusted to me, are you a mermaid or a siren!?" Kara looked pretty fierce.

"I am a mermaid, nothing else!" Rosie put her hand up in defense.

"Then show me your tail, or I will boil you!" Kara threatened raising her left hand. Rosie got out of the pool, and sat on the lounge chair next to me. I pulled my purple towel out from under me and held it out to keep any outsiders looking inward to the sunroom from seeing her.

"That's you unique ability, you boil things?" I said.

"Yeah, mers are only supposed to use their powers or cast spells if absolutely necessary." Kara informed me.

"Here it goes," Rosie cringed and tensed her muscles, and her legs popped a solid deep blue tail as dark as the deepest depths of the ocean.

"I don't know of any other mer who can do that!" Kara gasped.

"Jake come here!" Kara shouted.

"It's a gift. I can voluntarily control my transfigurations. I can still swim in a public pool no problem." Rosie bragged, just as Jake ran outside.

"I have seen that tail before," I was taken aback in shock. I looked at Rosie's appearance.

"This looks so familiar!" I felt Rosie's tail with a scaly texture.

"Hands off! Touch your own tail, I am trying to keep it sleek and shiny," Rosie reacted to me caressing her tail. She then tensed again and her tail disappeared.

"Sorry," I apologized.

"Let me show you mine!" I jumped into the pool to begin my mermaid metamorphosis.

"It'll take awhile," I grinned.

"Why did you ask me if I was a siren?" Rosie questioned Kara.

"Just security reasons. There are sirens of the sea that are just trouble, so I always have to be defensive. The Mermish Delegation despises sirens because they were evil and once tried to endanger our kind by trying to lure in sailors to drown them. That was hazardous though, because humans could survive their attacks, and tell others about us or try to reveal us." Kara began.

"Since then, the Mermish Delegation (merkind's government) has tried to demolish them in numbers by killing them for 'deliberate exposure of merkind' which in Mer Law is crime with a penalty of death. The Delegation has instructed us to destroy them on the spot, for that reason." Jake finished.

"So how do you know the difference between mermaid and siren?" Rosie interrogated more.

"Well usually they're pretty ugly, like in that documentary by Animal Planet Mermaids: The Body Found. Sirens otherwise are exactly like mermaids." Kara answered Rosie's question.

"Hmmm, that's new information to Rosie and me." I eyed Kara.

"Yeah, I know there's too many things we haven't told you yet." Kara sighed. That was okay, I already knew everything thanks to Linda.

"Wow!" Rosie marveled at my tail which finally had completely morphed.

"Yes it is a two-colored tail, violet and turquoise," I swished my tail to and fro, and flicked my fluke.

"I have seen you as a mermaid, in a dream!" Rosie freaked out and sat down.

"Really? You had a dream with me in it? I remember vaguely that I dreamt over a mermaid that looked identical to you, Layla! Is this maybe a sign of something?" I swam to the pool steps to discuss it with the others. Kara slipped of her flip flops and stepped in the pool up to her ankles so she could show Rosie her tail as well. Jake pulled out a chair from the patio and listened. I told Rosie my whole story about running off to Australia away from Amy, and she told hers. She explained how she was an orphan and she was adopted from Hawaii by her parents, of course she never told her parents she was a mermaid. The fact that she was adopted from Hawaii though got me thinking, it just occurred to me that perhaps in some way we could be related. Jake giggled at the thought, but then he really pondered it and concluded that we really could be related.  
>"Maybe we're like cousins," I thought upon it more.<p>

"I mean we both have naturally brown hair and hazel eyes, but her tail is a solid color while my tail is two colors." I explained.

"If your gene for a two colored tail is dominant Layla, then it would make sense that if Rosie were your sister that she would receive that trait as well. Since she didn't get that gene, Rosie is most likely your cousin." Jake rationalized.

Rosie nodded.

"Oh by the way, I am Jake, Kara's boyfriend." Jake waved.

"Hi Jake," Rosie waved back and smiled.

"Man do ever have so much to tell me Rosie," I smiled excited for a conversation with a potential long lost cousin.

"I know!" she smiled widely.

"Can we talk about it over supper?" Kara offered, I could audibly her stomach growl.

"I don't mind," Rosie shrugged.

"Rosie call your Mom so you can stay for supper," Kara handed her cell phone to Rosie.

"Sure," she dialed her Mom's number.

"Invite Linda over for supper too," Jake handed me his phone.

"She's on speed dial, number two after Kara" he told me, making goo goo eyes at his beloved girlfriend. Kara kissed him back on the head, they were so cute together. I called Linda, and she came right over within fifteen minutes, and Rosie met her.

And so, that evening over our evening meal of calzone, Rosie and I interrogated one another on questions on our mermaid selves. Kara, Linda, and Jake both listened and spoke intently as well. We all showed off our totems to Rosie, and Kara promised Rosie a trip toUrbs in mare to get her a totem too. Time flew by like a jetliner, and soon Rosie had to return home. Saying goodbye, I realized life was about to get a whole lot more thrilling for Rosie. She finally knew she wasn't the only mermaid on the face of this cruel Earth.

_Back _in_the_Hawiian_Islands._

Today Amy had searched the island Molokai, and now she was sure Layla wasn't here either. It had been the same results as Oahu, nothing but another article. Only this time it was on a lab that had been built on Rongelap Atoll by mermaid conspiracy theorists, to "study marine life and the possibility of the existence of mermaids," This possibly meant an exhibition to Rongelap Atoll. She also did get the word out on FOX News though, so the world knew about Layla's disappearance and would be watching out too.
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Chapter 11: Rosie's Long Kept Secret

I woke to the shuffling of Linda drawing open the blinds of the window letting rays of light brighten up the room.

"Morning bed-head," Linda spoke softly as she clutched her coffee in hand. I yawned and then glanced at the clock on my watch sitting on the coffee table; it was 9 AM.

"Good morning," I acknowledged Linda back.

"Wanna watch some _Fox Sunday Mornings_? It would be nice to just catch up on news." Linda suggested reaching for the remote.

"Sure," I approved. I raised myself into a sitting position so Linda could sit down on the sofa too.

"Oh what's for breakfast?" I asked noticing that my stomach felt very hollow and empty.

"You can have the waffles I made," Linda pointed to some steaming hot chocolate chip waffles on the table.

"Thanks," I smiled smelling the chocolate that were drawing me in.

"Welcome," Linda responded plopping on the couch to watch the news. I stepped into the kitchen and picked up some silverware and a plate on which I set my two waffles. Then I joined Linda on the sofa.

"You still never told me why Kara was freaked out by that place yesterday." I recalled as Linda flipped through channels to find news.

"She had some rough experiences with near exposure. That is why that place gave her goose bumps." Linda explained.

"What kind of exposure?" I dared to question.

"As her cousin I vowed to keep it secret, but you are a close friend so I will tell you. As a young mermaid she wandered too far from our pod one day when our class was on a field trip at high tide. She got caught in a riptide and wasn't strong enough to escape the current; she didn't know she had to swim parallel to escape. Unfortunately a fisherman looked up and saw here in distress and thought she was a human girl drowning in a rip tide. That is when the genius attempted to dive in for her. Lucky for her she knew the invisibility spell only to be used in absolute emergencies as enforced by the Delegation. That incident was the first time she mastered that spell perfectly so she was able to be hidden from the man's sight. But because it was too close of a call the Mermish Delegation banished her at eighteen because of her lack of caution that day. Her parents begged the Delegation to let her keep her citizenship so she could come back to visit at least." Kara explained.

"Oh," was all I could say.

"So then how are her and Jake together?" I interrogated more.

"He volunteered to go with her out of love, plus he was tired of the rejection and strange looks from the other mers because of his genetic disease aqua-hominis." Kara answered.

"What compelled you to join them above the surface on land?" I just had to know the whole story.

"The Delegation wanted to hire someone to live on land anyway to 'monitor humans to keep their noses out of our business.' I took the job and moved here to help support Jake and Kara too." Kara told her part in the story.

"Thanks for sharing that you were_" I stopped when Linda put up her hand. At first I was going to take offense, but then I noticed her attentiveness to the screen. So instead of saying anything I too focused on the screen.

"Hello! Today we are here with a woman named Amy Rendoon the Hawaiian Island of Molokai. She claims that her adopted daughter who has mysteriously disappeared may be here on Molokai or in the surrounding islands." The broadcaster put the microphone in front of Amy to speak.

"Yes! I urge all viewers of this broadcast to keep an eye out for my beloved adopted daughter, Layla Rendo!" Amy acted. A photo of me smiling like a dork flashed onto the screen.

"Please, all of you, she is fourteen and went missing about nine days ago!" Amy faked; she even mustered a tear for more effect. I rolled my eyes.

"What else was it that you wanted the viewers to know?" The broadcaster let Amy speak into the microphone.

"I obtained an article that may have connection with my daughter's disappearance. You may think it strange, but please bear with me." Amy paused; she pulled out a folder from inside her shoulder bag. She opened the folder and there was that article! The waffle I was chewing about fell out of my mouth.

"Local Hawaiian Fisherman Claim to Have Seen Mermaids of the Coast of Maui." Amy read the headline. The broadcaster gave a look that said "I am puzzled."

"Now you may think this has nothing to with anything, but I tell you otherwise. This article describes a mermaid washed on shore with a child in her arms. It goes onto say that the mermaid that was washed up dead, but the child did not die. In fact, it says that the child was taken to an orphanage somewhere in Hawaii. Although it doesn't specify where. As you know my daughter was adopted and this article is from March of 1999, about fourteen years ago! As old as my daughter!" Amy was yelling into the microphone excitedly like as if she was on to something.

"Now please Mrs. Rendo, let me clarify what you just said for those watching. You are saying that your missing daughter is a uh, mermaid?" the broadcaster put it.

"Well, basically yes. If her Mom (who was carrying her when she washed ashore) was a mermaid, would that not make Layla a mermaid?" Linda replied. The broadcaster laughed.

"You are making quite some unbelievable claims." The broadcaster remarked.

"What? No, what I say is true." Amy gave a look of sincerity. I knew straight up no one was gonna believe a lie like that.

"Ma'am," the broadcaster tried to say nicely.

"I am afraid that if you are trying to convince me (or any of us for that matter) that mermaids exist, you must have conclusive evidence. Unless you have evidence, you cannot merely just declare that mermaids exist."

"I-" Amy stuttered. She didn't know what to say.

"Besides, that infant that was taken to an orphanage could be any fourteen year old girl that was adopted in Hawaii. So claiming that we have a mermaid among us is just too irrational." The broadcaster pointed out.

"Anyway, that is all the time we have for today so thank you for your time anyway. We'll all be sure to keep an eye out for Layla." The broadcaster smiled, and gave a cue with his hand to stop rolling the camera.

A frantic "Wait!" was all I heard from Amy before the newscasters cut back to the main news room. The announcers in the news room looked like they had just witnessed a crappy, low budget movie with horrible acting and worst special effects than anything they had ever seen before. Linda muted the T.V. and looked at me.

"Well that about threatens our existence." Linda said bluntly.

"Yeah," I chuckled.

"I am shocked Amy thought people would just believe her about the existence of merkind. She obviously wasn't thinking things through before she came on live T.V." I reasoned.

"What should we do about this?" I asked.

"Nothing." Linda replied.

"Why nothing?" I inquired.

"Well I mean we shouldn't respond to it because then people may get on our case. As mermaids upon dry land it is vital that we stay under cover. Can you fathom the consequences if we were exposed?" Linda reminded me.

"I don't want to begin to think of the possibilities." I said picturing myself in my mermaid form on an examination table with scientists surrounding me, injecting me with stuff, poking me with sharp lab tools, and taking scales for samples. I winced at the thought.

"I am gonna call Kara and see if she just saw that broadcast." Linda reached for the cordless phone and dialed Kara's number and did me the courtesy of putting the phone on speaker. It rang twice. Kara hurriedly picked up the phone on the other end.

"Oh my gosh! Are you calling about what was just on Fox? I saw everything!" Kara panicked right when she answered.

"Yup, that is exactly what I am calling you about! Like I told Layla, we need to keep undercover about this whole thing. Especially Layla_" Linda stopped mid-sentence.

"Why did you stop there?" Kara questioned.

"We shouldn't talk about this over the phone. Someone could tap into our conversation." Linda told Kara.

"Good point. How about I throw on my clothes, hop in the car, grab Jake, and we'll be at your place in ten minutes?" Kara configured.

"Terrific idea, I will make more waffles for the two of you then." Linda agreed.

"See ya in ten." Kara hung up. With that, Linda set the cordless phone back in place and hustled to the kitchen to whip up some more waffles. As I heard the clatter of kitchen wares in the kitchen, I took out my laptop to see if I could find the news website with same exact news feed. After five minutes of clicking web results and then the back arrow I found the clip of the news broadcast. It was even titled, "Crazy Molokai women tries to convince locals her missing daughter is a mermaid." I giggled at the title.

Just as I set my laptop down on the coffee table to join Linda in the kitchen, Kara and Jake burst Knocked on the door. I opened it for them. Jake looked as if he had just been aroused from sleep; his hair was ruffled.

"Wow that was record time," I greeted Jake and Kara.

"I didn't see the broadcast," Jake informed me.

"That's fine, I have a clip of it right here."I motioned to my Dell Inspiron Mini.

"Good," Jake sat down on the couch; he looked at me for permission to proceed in watching the video. I nodded and turned to join Kara and Linda in the kitchen.

"I can't believe Amy is going this far." I heard Linda say as she poured batter into the waffle-maker.

"Doesn't surprise me, she is a very determined individual." I stated.

"But why is she searching the world for someone she obviously didn't care for?" Kara posed.

"Yeah, I mean if she needed another person to do her chores she could just adopt another kid to do them." Linda agreed.

"If it comes to that, I pity the next kid whose life she'll also ruin." I responded. Linda chuckled.

"I think her motivation to find you takes root in her selfish pride." Jake joined our chit-chat walking lethargically in the kitchen after watching the video clip.

"What?" I turned my head to look at him. Jake always seemed to remain silent in important conversations like this, it seemed irregular to hear him contributing in.

"Amy, I think is very arrogant and she feels that she always has to be right. You leaving her to come here to Brisbane was like a slap to her face." Jake spoke up.

I shrugged not knowing how to respond at first. I sat down at the dining room table as if that would help me put the pieces together in my mind.

"Alright, but what does that mean if I hurt her pride?" I questioned wondering how this had anything to do with the issue at hand.

"It means Layla that Amy won't stop at anything to find you." Jake clarified as he pulled up a chair to join me.

It hit me. Jake was right; if Amy had already come this far to think that I could possibly be a mermaid then… Then what was to stop her from following my tracks to Australia?

"What do we do?" I asked what probably everyone was thinking.

"Well, before we decide what we're gonna do let's look at the possibilities." Jake told me. Kara and Linda got that was kind of their cue to sit down to talk. Linda brought steaming plates of waffles, napkins, maple syrup, and utensils. Kara and I assisted Linda in setting the table.

"Yummy! Thanks for the waffles Linda," Jake drowned his waffles in syrup.

"So, we must get our priorities straight. First off, whatever happens Amy cannot know about Layla or any of us." Jake started.

"That's a given," I said taking a large bite out of my waffles.

"Yes, but she seems to be already making so many assumptions. I mean she pretty much already found out about your mermaidness Layla." Kara pointed out; I could tell in her eyes that all of this was a painful reminder of her incident. Whatever though, as of now that wasn't made a critical point. I sighed; this isn't just something where if we laid low it would dissipate in a few days. Kara was right.

"So she says stuff about mermaids being real, but who will believe her? After all she told normal people –humans- and to them mers don't exist. Her claims probably sound like mere foolishness to them." Linda rebutted.

Jake nodded as he looked deep into thought and I sat here simply just listening to the others discuss. Both seemed to be right.

"Both of you seem to be considering two aspects of the situation which is great. In this moment though, we should do what can be done." Jake looked to the present.

"Alright, so that means we just…?" I thought of possible solutions.

"Lay low," Kara says. I nod, makes logical sense.

"And like I told Layla, do nothing and have no reaction." Linda added.

"Although, I have to move apartments like really soon…" Linda stated.

"What? Why would that be necessary?" Jake questioned.

"Well people may question why Layla sleeps in my living room." Linda looked around the living room where all my belongings were set in a meager corner between the couch and the wall. My clothing was neatly folded in stacks, but it looked unnatural to be sitting on the floor unless I was like folding laundry. And then there was the couch which upon were unfolded blankets that needed to be tidied.

"She can move in with me." Kara announced. I glanced her way.

"You want to take care of me?" I asked. This was very random coming from Kara. Kara smiled and nodded.

"Do you have room?" Linda inquired.

"Sorta, I will have to move some stuff out of an extra room I have." Kara answered.

"I can help you with that," I jumped in.

"Okay, then it's settled. Layla can move in with you," Linda approved.

"Great, can I have a box or two to put my clothing in to move to Kara's?" I said eyeing my belongings.

"Of course, later though," Kara answered glancing at the clock on the wall in the kitchen. I nodded.

"Hey guys I have to begin on my homework," Linda thought ahead to her day.

"You do, then should we go?" Jake asked Linda.

"Yes, I am afraid so. Do you mind taking Layla now to your place to get her settled? I mean the sooner the better, right?" Linda insisted looking at Kara.

"Hmmm," Kara narrowed her eyes.

"You're right. Better now than next week sometime," Kara said finishing the waffle on her plate.

"Okay well then I need boxes. Where are they?" I looked at Linda.

"Oh yes, there are empty boxes in the coat closet." Kara pointed to a tiny closet in the hall.

"Good," I got up to get them.

I opened the closet and found a medium sized box that said, "Kevin's Kettle Korn: Only the sweetest and freshest." There was also threes other boxes that were "Kevin's Kettle Korn." Gosh, Linda must have a thing for kettle corn.

"Dang Linda, did you seriously eat four boxes of kettle corn on your own?"I called from the hallway. I heard Linda laugh.

"No Layla, I could never eat four boxes of kettle corn on my own." Kara told me.

"It was someone's birthday at work and I brought kettle corn to share at the party. I brought it because my co-workers love kettle corn, I just took the empty boxes."

"Oh," I responded I bending down to grab the boxes. It took me literally only fifteen minutes to put all my clothing in boxes, and grab all my belongings from all over the apartment and put them in my backpack.

"Hey Jake could you lend me a hand picking up that box of clothes for me?" I said with my own hands full of my book bag and my other backpack I used to travel from Hawaii.

"No problem," Jake assisted me picking up two boxes. Kara grabbed her handbag and assisted Linda voluntarily by picking up the last two as well.

"Dang Jake how can you carry two boxes at one time?" I ask looking at the boxes he carried.

"These weigh as much as two feathers." Jake boasted.

"Thanks you guys," I said shutting the trunk to Kara's car.

"Kudos to you and your strength." I nodded.

"Thanks y'all," I slammed the trunk to Kara's car.

"You are welcome," Linda returned my gratitude.

"Well I guess you should leave now," Linda looked to her wrist at an imaginary watch.

"Okay, but can I change out of my pajamas first?" I ask.

"Your stuff is already in the car, just change when you get to Kara's house." Linda told me.

"Fine," I sigh.

"Bye cousin," Kara pulled her keys out of her Guess handbag and unlocked the BMW.

"See ya," Linda hugged Kara, then me which I returned gladly (I personally love hugs, and always return them) and waved farewell to Jake.

"Bye," I spoke up as I was about to step into the car. Kara heard me and turned to wave and headed up to her apartment. Jake and Kara were already in the car and I followed them. Kara drove us up the road on the highway to her beach house.

"So Layla, I mean Sasha (that's what we need to get used to calling you) I was planning that we could run home with your stuff. Clear out that room I have for you and go to IKEA to you know help spice up your new bedroom. Maybe that will clear your mind of this whole thing." Kara told us.

"Sound good?" Kara asked my approval looking in the rearview mirror at me in the back seat.

"Cool with me," I agreed. My attention was elsewhere, I was looking out over the skyline set on the horizon. I have always marveled at modern-looking structures such as skyscrapers.

**Rrrr** went the little BMW as we pulled up the driveway of Kara's beach house. As I opened the car door and stepped out onto the concrete, I heard the roar of the ocean a block down the road. It calmed my spirit and made me content that I was near the ocean again. I just felt that Linda's apartment complex was just too inland a ways, here I could hear the ocean which gave me a sense of security for some odd reason.

"Lay- I mean Sasha, come get a box out of the trunk." Jake pleaded me to assist him. I took my book bag and a light box of clothing. Kara and Jake managed the rest of the stuff out of the trunk and brought it inside.

"Awesome. Now next order of business, to Sasha's new room," Kara directed us. This new made-up name of mine was a pain; I was going to have to rewire my brain to respond to the name Sasha.

"Let's start getting boxes to the garage, I can store it there." Kara pointed to specific boxes. The storage space upstairs which Kara referred to as my 'new bedroom' needed quite a lot of clearing out. Moving box after box took an hour and a half, and most either contained books or hair supplies for the new location Kara was planning to open up soon across town. That made for heavy boxes that could pull out your back if not carried right, so I was glad to be done. I relaxed at the barstools in the kitchen munching on some Triscuits while Jake and Kara sorted through some of the of boxes in the garage. I heard the sound of the door to the garage from the kitchen slam shut behind the two of them after twenty minutes.

"Finished!" Jake huffed as if out of breathe.

"Yup, so that means off to IKEA_" Kara said.

"Great, let's go," Jake proceeded to stand up.

"In forty-five minutes," Kara finished her sentence.

"Ugh," Jake grumbled.

"Why must we wait?" Jake wanted a reason.

"You know I can't go to public places without make-up on my face, Jakeepoo." Kara responded. I loved Kara's little affectionate names for Jake. Jake slouched.

"I guess I could check the news to see if Amy actually got any more coverage," Jake walked with anger in his step as moved to the living room.

"May I shower?" I looked up at Kara.

"Make it snappy," Kara consented.

"Kay," I fetched some clothes to wear and went upstairs to take a steaming hot shower. You may think this weird, but I love my showers very hot just because it eases my tense muscles and calms me. By the time I get out I notice I am as red as a lobster.

I knocked on Kara's door with my bag of makeup; I wanted Kara to do my eyeliner. Whenever I did it always turned out funky.

"Is that you Jake?" Kara asked muffled through the door.

"No, it's me Layla," I nudged on the door slightly, it was ajar.

"Sasha you mean right?" Kara corrected me pinning a bun in her hair.

"I'm the same person either way," I shrugged.

"Can you do my eyeliner please?" I inquired politely. Kara nodded, and then out stretched her arm to receive my eyeliner. I then let her prod my chin upward so she could see my hazel eyes. Kara carefully did my eyeliner then opened up my make-up pouch and got out my lash-curler, mascara, foundation and powder and did it all for me! I loved someone else doing my makeup for me; it meant I could be lazy and not have to labor over my appearance.

"Do you mind if I do your eye shadow too?" Kara grabbed a palette and my make up brush and did it anyway. This particular look was very natural though which I liked.

"Okay put this away we need to go."

"What about my hair?" I asked.

"Put it in a braid or something," Kara handed me a hair tie.

"Let's go," Kara rushed me down the stairs.

"Did Amy get any more news coverage?" I asked Jake nervously bracing myself for what could be more bad news.

"Nope," Jake replied plainly.

"Really?" That calmed nerves and settled my heart rate by a lot.

"Yes. Why do you think she would get coverage for international news? Everyone probably thinks she's out of her right mind. She would be a waste of time and resources to broadcast anyway since she claims mers are real. Humans are in no way going to believe her claims unless she had solid proof." Jake explained with kind of a tone that suggested, "of course she won't be on live T.V. Duh."

"It just occurred to me that she might've been. She has her ways Jake. I lived with her, I know her probably a lot better than you." I argued.

"Hey Honey?" Kara queried.

"What?!" Jake hissed, he was annoyed at us for probably taking too long.

"Dude, what's your problem? You were arguing with a fourteen-year-old just now which is just plain childish for an adult to do. And now you're gonna respond to your girlfriend like that? Man do you have problems!" I was yelling at this point.

"Stop bickering!" Kara roared over me.

"Layla, we don't need two sense from the peanut gallery." Kara directed at me with a stern look like only something a mother could do.

"And Baby, why would you treat either me or Layla like this? You're not really acting like a gentleman today. I was just going to ask what was bothering you." Kara looked Jake up and down with distaste and a bit of sadness that Jake would act like that.

"Gosh, today I feel like I am raising two unruly children." Kara muttered.

"Everyone get in the car please," Kara asked of us in a gentle voice.

_I'm sorry for acting like that. Jake was being a grump_. I apologized.

"Layla not now," Kara said with a pained expression. Not one of us spoke on the way to IKEA.

**WHOOSH** went the automatic doors as we entered IKEA. Automatic doors were the best invention ever for lazy people who didn't feel like opening a door.

"Sasha, come with me to the home décor section; you need to help me pick an overall theme for your room so we can paint the walls and install light fixtures." Kara said beckoning me. I nodded; with Jake next to me I followed Kara.

_What was up with you earlier?_ I dared to ask Jake.

_I was impatient and I'm apologize. _Jake said stiffly.

_Me too, _I apologized back_._

_Anyway it is gone and passed so let us not regret it, but forget it._ I extended my hand as a gesture of truce.

_Yes, let's learn from it. _ Jake's lips formed a half moon smile and we both shook on it.

"Ooooooooh Sasha you're gonna love the shades of blue paint we could do for your room!" Kara called from a ways down the aisle.

"Coming," I yelled my reply.

"Blues! We could do a seaside get-away theme," I observed.

"Yeah, that's pretty much the theme I had in mind." Kara agreed.

"Do you like that?" Kara wanted my opinion.

"Yes, I actually love it," I assented.

Jake and I flipped through a section of paint samples titled "Beach Blues." Kara stood behind and nodded her approval as an option or shook her head and said "no," "nah," or "too dark," or "too bright" if the shade of blue didn't appeal. After two to three minutes we narrowed it down to five shades of blue named "beach blues," "south beach," "Caribbean crystal clear," and "sunset waters" and kind of aqua blue called "Bahamas beach blue."

The three of us looked at light fixtures. Jake suggested that we could install a dimmer which could allow you to adjust for dimmer or brighter light. That sounded handy to me; I am a fan of custom lighting.

Kara was fond of the idea too, so Jake said that he would install it.

"This dimmer is gonna be awesome," I complimented Jake on his brilliant idea.

"Thank you, ah Sasha," Jake returned my compliment.

"Onward to furniture now guys." Kara enthused us as she led the way for us all.

"YES! Onward to victory!" I cheered as I skipped alongside Kara. Jake followed grinning; the mood of tension had totally gone and was replaced by a mood of good cheer.

Aisle after aisle, we went, I skipped and played like a child prancing through a meadow of tulips. Jake found awesome bedspread that matched the "Bahamas beach blue" color of paint, with some light lemon-lime yellow faded looking throw pillows to compliment the blue-tealish kind of bedspread. Kara picked out a simple light for the ceiling, and a bedside lamp which makes for great light while reading at night. I found a matching set of furniture with a sandy tan bed frame with book shelves on the sides, bedside table, dresser, and a small desk with compartments, and plus a soft cushy twin mattress. Kara thought we should go with that same exact furniture set in white, so we were both at our differences. Jake thought that our colors best went with the sandy tan set, so we settled for my taste of color; after all it was my room right? I mean this was MY own personal dwelling, it was better than any bedroom (correction: a large coat closet that Amy called my bedroom) I ever had so I was gonna make it the best it could possibly ever be.

As I and the gang chose cute, beachy type things to decorate my new room I grew excited to see the outcome of it all. Kara hired some painters to come paint the walls "Bahamas beach blue" on Monday afternoon, then we would have the furniture shipped and moved for us Tuesday morning. Jake would then put the lighting in that evening; only two days then my dreams would be reality! I felt as if I couldn't wait another minute. I was like a Disney Princess bursting out the window to receive the new day, excited. The only other thing wrong is that it would look utterly and totally empty. I mean just picture my room with everything we just purchased like the book shelves, bedside table, and my desk with compartments containing nothing but air. It would look unnatural, and we're going for the 'I have always lived here, I didn't move in' look. If you ever swim about three thousand five hundred miles across an entire ocean you will know you cannot take every beloved possession with you. I am sorry to say that is not even possible for a mermaid. On our merry way to check out, I revealed to Kara this realization which got her wondering the same thing I was.

"Should we just ah... buy random things like books, stuffed animals, and other junk to make my room more, lived in?" I offered up my idea.

"What else can you do?" Jake shrugged his shoulders with his hands in his pocket casually.

"I know what we shall do," Kara said with her back turned to us putting the last bag of home décor in the shopping cart.

"Let us go to the Fashion Distribution Centre! My favorite place to shop!" Kara spoke in loud yet somewhat menacing way like an evil scientist with a plan.

"Ok, but what is it?" I said simply.

"Ah, let's see it is only… The largest place to shop in all of Brisbane! It is five times bigger and more immense than all of the shopping malls in this city combined!" Kara was just exhilarated describing it.

"Sounds like it would only sell clothing at extremely discounted prices." I under-estimated how good this place could really be.

"Oh no Sasha you are mistaken, they sell so much more than that." Jake interjected.

"Statistics on their website say they probably sell as much of a variety of products as eBay."

"Speak to me more about this seemingly mystical, but real place you speak of." I could only begin to imagine what they truly meant.

"Okay, but I shall tell you more on the way." Kara beckoned us to get in to the car, after all the stuff was in the trunk.

In the car, on our journey across a bridge with a great view of the Brisbane River, Kara told me of the majesty and wonders of such a place. I was told that there were incalculable dining choices, infinite vendors selling everything your brain could ever dream up; and of course what everyone is raving about was the discounts that made you say, "Whoa! Talk about a bam for my buck!"

Upon arrival, I nearly died of disappointment. It was outdoors, under the malevolent sunlight.

"You said it was the Neverland of shopping…" I muttered.

"I didn't tell you it was glamorous, I said it was just big." Kara stated.

"Glamour doesn't matter, it's the prices." Jake spoke.

"And actually the place we are going is indoors." Kara drove past the outdoor vendors.

My spirits ascended as we came to a super Wal-Mart sized building. Shopping was pleasurable, for three and half hours I browsed book after book, in all genres there are in literature, and the result was four stacks of books up to my waist, and I am 5'7½. Jake was pleased with me, but Kara was shaking her head.

"I enjoy reading, and I pity you because you will never know the joy in it." I retaliated Kara's stare of disapproval.

"I think it's terrific that you're a bookworm Lay no Sasha," Jake grinned. I smiled my thank you.

"Good thing for you Kara the sign on the other side reads, "80% off ALL books." I assured her.

"Yeah, I was gonna say that I wasn't going to pay for all those." Kara eyed all the books inside the two baskets that weighed down my arms. After Jake and I purchased the books which totaled to $27.90 (unreal price, right?) I silently roamed the store with my books in a cart searching for really anything that I desired.

"Have you checked out these candles," I asked Kara.

"No I haven't," Kara came over next to me and started sniffing candles with me. The afternoon continued in picking through all the girly things in the store that included scented things, stuffed puppies, pandas, bears, rabbits, and kittens, pillow pets to sleep with, CD's, cute greeting cards, Hunger Games posters with Josh Hutcherson on the front, pretty jewelry boxes, laptop cases, DVD's, art supplies, plush pillows, fluffy blankets, ect. Basically all the little things in a girl's bedroom that make her happy. I would say that we had plastic bags filled to the top with a little of everything that we bought listed above by 3:45 PM. Jake had just gone to a couple more stores down to look at computer parts, which I was surprised to see he that he bought some along with a book or two and like five movies.

"Man, I haven't had so much fun ever shopping in my life. I feel like a spoiled brat, thanks." I thanked both Jake and Kara.

"I bet you don't know how much I paid for all that do you Layla?" Kara grinned as we drove home.

"Well it would be impolite to ask," I began.

"When you're with me, you don't have to worry about those little things Layla. You are right it is courtesy, but for as much as I paid for all that merchandise it's not even rude. But it won't matter because the Delegation will pay back everything we bought today." Kara joked.

"Wanna guess?" Kara tried me.

"one hundred and five dollars," I estimated.

"Hardly, more like forty-five dollars," Kara boasted.

"Ha, that's a whopper the size of Texas!" I giggled.

"No, that's the real price I paid, I am not lying." Kara replied.

"Well if that is really the case I guess you weren't messing with me when you told me about this place." I was in awe.

"Yes and the most awesome part is that I know where all the gold's at," Kara said pleased with herself.

"You're so good at these things," Jake chuckled.

"Oh yeah, skill," Kara reveled in her self-accomplishment.

"Oh my GOSH!" I shouted as I trotted up the driveway of Kara's house.

"HOME! Now I can finally eat food!" I rejoiced. I ran to Kara's fridge.

"Hold it," Kara intervened, "What do want to eat I will make it, this is MY kitchen."

"But," I started.

"Don't question the queen's authority!" Jake played along.  
>"Her majesty does what pleases her." Jake bowed.<p>

"Even if it is a dictatorship," I muttered.

"I heard that! Cease her. Now, guard!" Kara pretended to command Jake.

"Rawr!" Jake took me by the arms and sat me down at the kitchen bistro.

"You will eat under my rule, for this is my kitchen!" Kara role-played.

"Nooooo! I believe in democracy, power to the people!" I shouted dramatically.

"No seriously Layla, what do you want to eat?" Kara stopped pretending, Jake got the idea to let go of me.

"A turkey sandwich," I asked.

"Okay, bread and roast turkey are in the refrigerator." Kara and Jake turned to get the stuff out of the trunk of the car.

"Cool beans," I got up to make myself food, five minutes later I handed Jake and Kara each a sandwich on a plate too.

"Here, this should keep you until supper," I sat down at the table nibbling on some strawberries on the side.

"Tastes like it came fresh from a deli," Kara appreciated my sandwich making skills taking a small bite.

"Ah food, shopping for computer hard drives and CPU's to build a computer can be tiring it feels great to replenish my hunger." Jake pulled out a chair next to Kara to sit down.

"You build PC's too? I thought you only repaired them." I inquired.

"Oh yeah, I also service in repairing tablets and smart phones. Right now I am also taking a college level course to repair MacBooks. " Jake said after swallowing a mouthful of his sandwich. Jake then pulled out his Galaxy s5 phone from his back pocket.

"Like this phone, I got it for twenty-five bucks with a broken camera lens and screen. All I had to do is order a new screen and lens from the manufacturer and put it on myself, it is super simple." Jake showed off.

"And that's your licensed business? Hmm, wow." I admired.

"Do you do anything else for a living?" I asked.

"Not really, I can pretty much support myself on that. Except in the autumn sometimes I am an assistant coach for the junior high football and cross country teams. It pays decently, but I just do it because the kids are awesome to hang with." Jake sipped his Dr. Pepper.

"That was good," I say finishing my sandwich and putting my plate in the dishwasher.

"I am gonna study for a biology quiz, can I call Rosie my study buddy to study with?" I asked earnestly.

"Hmmm, sure but if she ask to go into your room, tell her to stay out of your room because it's, uh," Kara hesitated, " 'under re-construction' " Kara directed. I nodded clutching Kara's cordless phone, and dialed Rosie's number on the paper she gave to me. The phone rang four times then Rosie picked it up, dropping it with a thud, then fumbling with it.

"Hello?"I said into the phone, I then heard something from the other end of the line with a bit of weight to it flop onto the floor.

"Ugh," I heard her mutter.

"Hi who is this?" Rosie finally spoke.

"It's me Sasha," I tried to say kindly.

"Oh, I am sorry I dropped the phone," she said, "I was just taking a bubble bath to soothe my nerves."

"Nice, do you wanna come over to study for the biology quiz?" I offered.

"Um… Yes I can, but in thirty minutes. I have to," she paused, "do the dishes."

"Great, just try to hurry," I rushed her.

"Oh and I live on Seashell Lane, the corner house with a white BMW out front." I informed her.

"Seashell Lane? That's walking distance. I live on Starfish Street, two streets north of you." Rosie beamed.

"Good, see you in a few?" I affirmed.

"Yup, bye," Rosie ended the call abruptly, and I hung up the phone.

"That was weird," I contemplated the call for a moment.

"Weird? What's the matter?" Kara sensed my confusion.

"There was a weird flopping noise in the background; it sounded like something really heavy flopped onto her bathroom tile." I recalled.

"How did you know she was in her bathroom?" Kara looked at me as if I were a creeper.

"She said she was taking a bubble bath to 'soothe her nerves' " I clarified.

"Hmm, and Rosie was the girl that you told Linda about who had a fascination with mermaids?" Kara confirmed.

"Uh huh," I nodded.

"Hmm, mysterious," Kara slipped the last dish in the dishwasher.

"Is it possible that, she is…?" I wondered.

"Ahh, I wouldn't assume anything. You just can never really tell," Kara reminded me.

"Yes, you are right," I laid the subject to rest.

"I guess I will move the rest of the stuff we got into my room to get it out of the way." I occupied myself.

Thirty minutes later…

I ambled onto to the driveway, expecting her to round to the corner soon. I soon saw a car pull up instead, Rosie jumped out with her backpack in one hand.

"Hey Sasha, my Mom wants to meet your Mom," Rosie called to me.

"Oh alright, hold on," I started inside.

"Hey Rosie's mom wants to meet you."

"Oh crap what do I tell her?" Kara fretted.

"My second legal guardian, and the cousin of Linda who is your older sister and first legal guardian," I made up.

"Repeat exactly what I just said to Rosie's Mom." I instructed Kara.

_I will repeat it to you telepathically_, I reassured Kara. Kara nodded trying to look natural, as she walked out to greet Rosie's mother.

"Hi, I am Kara," Kara smiled.

"I am Tabitha Brighton; you're Sasha's Mom right?" Mrs. Brighton extended her arm through the rolled down car window, Kara shook it.

"Uh, no. This is going to sound confusing but I'm…" Kara waited for me.

_Sasha's second legal guardian and the cousin of Linda who is her older sister and first legal guardian_

"Sasha's second legal guardian and the cousin of Linda who is her older sister and first legal guardian," Kara spoke each word as I sent them to her in thought. Tabitha processed that for a moment.

"I see, yes that is confusing." Mrs. Brighton beamed.

"Well it's nice to get acquainted with you then, I will be by at 6:30 PM to get her?" Mrs. Brighton decided upon a time.

"Yeah, then is fine." Kara agreed.

"Great. Bye Rosie, I love you." Tabitha pecked Rosie's cheek.

Kara and I waved.

"Hey Rosie," I acknowledged her.

"Hi, let's get to studying." Rosie skipped and walked up the driveway.

"What is messenger RNA in DNA one more time?" Rosie quizzed me.

I answered that four times, can we quit now?" I moaned.

"We've only been studying for forty-five minutes, come on fifteen more?" Rosie reasoned.

"I think we're going to pass that quiz regardless whether we study fifteen more minutes or not." I protested.

"Fine," Rosie sighed. Rosie got up and stretched, then looked out into Kara's sun room.

"You have an indoor pool?!" Rosie eyes lit up like a car's headlights.

"Uh, oh yes we do!" I pretended to be aware of it. Kara hadn't even said she had one.

"Can we please go swimming?" Rosie begged.

"Let me ask, please wait here." I took a moment.

"Kara!" I shouted.

"Hmm," I hear her from upstairs, I ran up to her.

"Rosie wants to swim in the indoor pool you never told me about." I whispered.

"Is there a way I could swim without morphing?" I wondered.

"Not that I know of, especially in a saltwater pool. You will actually transform quicker."Kara explained.

"Besides, if she was you know a fish why would she want to swim in front of people she just met? If she were a real mermaid she wouldn't showcase herself like that." Kara reasoned.

"Yeah, but what if we just said I that I am just gonna tan beside the pool." I purposed.

"One drop of water won't make us grow a tail." I said.

"Alright but you have to stay FAR from the pool in a lounge chair AWAY from the water." Kara emphasized.

"Yes ma'am," I responded respectfully.

"Scram! Go change into a bikini to tan in, and offer Rosie a swimsuit too." Kara demanded folding the rest of her laundry.

"Rosie come here!" I yelled across the house.

"Let me get you a swimsuit so you can swim, I am just gonna tan in a bikini." I told her, slipping into my room to grab it.

"Stay there for a moment." I opened a box to get the swimwear.

"Do you want a one piece, tankini, or bikini?" I questioned.

"A bikini is fine," she replied.

"Here," I set a blue one outside the door.

"Thank you," Rosie accepted it.

"The bathroom is right behind you," I say, looking for another bikini I could wear.

"Whoo! The water is so refreshing after studying up a sweat!" Rosie was thrilled.

"Good that you enjoy it!" I lay on a lounge chair 'tanning.'

"Come jump in with me, or I will make you!" Rosie yelled playfully.

"Um, no please don't." Now I was actually on the alert, I don't know her all that well. If she actually attempted to pull me in, I may actually be at risk.

_Kara she's training to get me into the water,_ I thought.

_Resist, tell her you are… allergic to the type of salt in the pool or something. You're bright, make up an excuse._ Kara left me to defend myself.

_You guys use telepathy?! How are you able to speak to one another telepathically? Why am I even able to hear you guys? _A familiar voice entered or conversation.

_ROSIE?!_ Kara shouted in my thoughts in disbelief.

_You guys heard me? _Rosie announced. I gasped aloud.

"Girl how are you able to hear our telepathic conversation?" I shrieked. Kara sprinted into the sun room.

"Tell me by the power of the Mermish Delegation entrusted to me, are you a mermaid or a siren!?" Kara looked pretty fierce.

"I am a mermaid, nothing else!" Rosie put her hand up in defense.

"Then show me your tail, or I will boil you!" Kara threatened raising her left hand. Rosie got out of the pool, and sat on the lounge chair next to me. I pulled my purple towel out from under me and held it out to keep any outsiders looking inward to the sunroom from seeing her.

"That's you unique ability, you boil things?" I said.

"Yeah, mers are only supposed to use their powers or cast spells if absolutely necessary." Kara informed me.

"Here it goes," Rosie cringed and tensed her muscles, and her legs popped a solid deep blue tail as dark as the deepest depths of the ocean.

"I don't know of any other mer who can do that!" Kara gasped.

"Jake come here!" Kara shouted.

"It's a gift. I can voluntarily control my transfigurations. I can still swim in a public pool no problem." Rosie bragged, just as Jake ran outside.

"I have seen that tail before," I was taken aback in shock. I looked at Rosie's appearance.

"This looks so familiar!" I felt Rosie's tail with a scaly texture.

"Hands off! Touch your own tail, I am trying to keep it sleek and shiny," Rosie reacted to me caressing her tail. She then tensed again and her tail disappeared.

"Sorry," I apologized.

"Let me show you mine!" I jumped into the pool to begin my mermaid metamorphosis.

"It'll take awhile," I grinned.

"Why did you ask me if I was a siren?" Rosie questioned Kara.

"Just security reasons. There are sirens of the sea that are just trouble, so I always have to be defensive. The Mermish Delegation despises sirens because they were evil and once tried to endanger our kind by trying to lure in sailors to drown them. That was hazardous though, because humans could survive their attacks, and tell others about us or try to reveal us." Kara began.

"Since then, the Mermish Delegation (merkind's government) has tried to demolish them in numbers by killing them for 'deliberate exposure of merkind' which in Mer Law is crime with a penalty of death. The Delegation has instructed us to destroy them on the spot, for that reason." Jake finished.

"So how do you know the difference between mermaid and siren?" Rosie interrogated more.

"Well usually they're pretty ugly, like in that documentary by Animal Planet Mermaids: The Body Found. Sirens otherwise are exactly like mermaids." Kara answered Rosie's question.

"Hmmm, that's new information to Rosie and me." I eyed Kara.

"Yeah, I know there's too many things we haven't told you yet." Kara sighed. That was okay, I already knew everything thanks to Linda.

"Wow!" Rosie marveled at my tail which finally had completely morphed.

"Yes it is a two-colored tail, violet and turquoise," I swished my tail to and fro, and flicked my fluke.

"I have seen you as a mermaid, in a dream!" Rosie freaked out and sat down.

"Really? You had a dream with me in it? I remember vaguely that I dreamt over a mermaid that looked identical to you, Layla! Is this maybe a sign of something?" I swam to the pool steps to discuss it with the others. Kara slipped of her flip flops and stepped in the pool up to her ankles so she could show Rosie her tail as well. Jake pulled out a chair from the patio and listened. I told Rosie my whole story about running off to Australia away from Amy, and she told hers. She explained how she was an orphan and she was adopted from Hawaii by her parents, of course she never told her parents she was a mermaid. The fact that she was adopted from Hawaii though got me thinking, it just occurred to me that perhaps in some way we could be related. Jake giggled at the thought, but then he really pondered it and concluded that we really could be related.  
>"Maybe we're like cousins," I thought upon it more.<p>

"I mean we both have naturally brown hair and hazel eyes, but her tail is a solid color while my tail is two colors." I explained.

"If your gene for a two colored tail is dominant Layla, then it would make sense that if Rosie were your sister that she would receive that trait as well. Since she didn't get that gene, Rosie is most likely your cousin." Jake rationalized.

Rosie nodded.

"Oh by the way, I am Jake, Kara's boyfriend." Jake waved.

"Hi Jake," Rosie waved back and smiled.

"Man do ever have so much to tell me Rosie," I smiled excited for a conversation with a potential long lost cousin.

"I know!" she smiled widely.

"Can we talk about it over supper?" Kara offered, I could audibly her stomach growl.

"I don't mind," Rosie shrugged.

"Rosie call your Mom so you can stay for supper," Kara handed her cell phone to Rosie.

"Sure," she dialed her Mom's number.

"Invite Linda over for supper too," Jake handed me his phone.

"She's on speed dial, number two after Kara" he told me, making goo goo eyes at his beloved girlfriend. Kara kissed him back on the head, they were so cute together. I called Linda, and she came right over within fifteen minutes, and Rosie met her.

And so, that evening over our evening meal of calzone, Rosie and I interrogated one another on questions on our mermaid selves. Kara, Linda, and Jake both listened and spoke intently as well. We all showed off our totems to Rosie, and Kara promised Rosie a trip toUrbs in mare to get her a totem too. Time flew by like a jetliner, and soon Rosie had to return home. Saying goodbye, I realized life was about to get a whole lot more thrilling for Rosie. She finally knew she wasn't the only mermaid on the face of this cruel Earth.

_Back _in_the_Hawiian_Islands._

Today Amy had searched the island Molokai, and now she was sure Layla wasn't here either. It had been the same results as Oahu, nothing but another article. Only this time it was on a lab that had been built on Rongelap Atoll by mermaid conspiracy theorists, to "study marine life and the possibility of the existence of mermaids," This possibly meant an exhibition to Rongelap Atoll. She also did get the word out on FOX News though, so the world knew about Layla's disappearance and would be watching out too.


	13. Chapter 12 Drama

Chapter 12: Drama

**Beep! Beep!**

The alarm clock woke me up in a Flurry, it was 8:30 AM, school started at 9:00! I thought I had set the alarm clock to 6:00 AM so I could for my morning swim, then go home and get ready before breakfast. Apparently the alarm clock in Kara's guest bedroom was malfunctioning because I was positive that I set it for 6:00 AM, and I didn't sleep press snooze.

"Layla! Breakfast! NOW!" I could tell Kara was rushing.

"Uh, be right down, in like four minutes!" I shouted rummaging quickly through my boxes of clothing to get a baby blue skater skirt and white tank top with a seashell and the words "ocean lover" written on it to wear. Then I scrounged through my jewelry box for a matching ring, two bangles, and some studs. I ran to the bathroom and hurried into my outfit. Leaping through the bathroom door, I looked to the left and right searching for my shoes. I found them with some random socks lying near my shoes (hopefully they were clean; they didn't smell sweaty when I sniffed them) which I put on then laced up my Converse.

"I am ready, in record time!" I cheered.

"Is your hair and makeup done?" Kara called from downstairs in the kitchen.

"Do I have to do makeup?" I moaned.

"You don't have to unless you want to look incomplete!" Kara reminded me. She was right, makeup made you more radiant. I did my hair in a sock bun in two minutes with a bit of teasing to make it appear a tinsy bit messy; and washed my face. Starting off with my SPF 30 sunscreen I applied some to my face and arms, and proceeded with foundation, powder, lip gloss, then mascara and eye liner. I hoped this would meet Kara's expectations who's a professional cosmetologist; she'll probably be such a critic and just have to touch up somewhere.

"Layla! I mean NOW! My first client is in twenty-five minutes!" Kara yelled angrily.

I raced down stairs.

"Reporting for duty, Ma'am" I stood straight with my hand at my forehead like a soldier.

"At ease soldier! Now speed eat!" Kara pointed to my plate of eggs, buttered toast, and half a banana. I was carefully wolfed down my food, without staining my clothes (could never do that before), and ran back upstairs to brush my teeth.

"Ready!" I bolted to the door with my bag, all the way from upstairs.

"Scramble into the car!" Kara threw the car keys to me so I could unlock the car. Kara wasn't long; she was behind me just as I unlocked the car. As soon as my seat belt went click and my car door was shut Kara backed down the driveway.

"Jake is gonna pick you up today after school," Kara informed me.

"Okay," I shrugged watching some kids cross the road to school.

"Bye," I waved my left hand to Kara as I got out of the car to go to school.

Approaching the school gates, I saw Riley.

"Heeeeeeeeeeeey," She greeted me.

"Is for horses," I joked.

"And for guinea pigs!" I heard behind me. Jade and Becca walked towards us, I smiled at them.

"Hay is for piggies too," Rosie added coming to us from her ride to school. I smiled even wider at her, she was now my closest friend because we shared something probably no else in this school had. We were both mermaids and that pretty much meant we had a very strong bond like sisters despite the fact we had only known each other for a day before we discovered each other.

"Let's hang by the drooping eucalyptus!" Becca sounded quite adventurous this morning.

"Yeah!" I cheered Becca on. This particular eucalyptus drooped, and you could actually venture inside as if it were a house. Jade even climbed upon some low, sagging branches.  
>"How did you know about this place? It's so legit, like our little safe haven!" Rosie exclaimed.<p>

"Yes we can call it S-H for short, and whenever we must meet somewhere we'll come here!" Riley announced.

"But it has to be our secret," Rosie suggested to everyone, we all nodded.

"We can all claim our own branch too." I said.

"I call the farthest one up as I can climb," Becca claimed her branch as she hauled herself up the tree.

"I hope it can hold you!" I called from below. Everyone then followed Becca's influence to claim their own territory in the tree; I was the final person to get a branch. I wanted the closest one to the ground so I wouldn't have to climb.

**RING!**

The bell blared through the school grounds. I rushed off my branch and clutched my bag and put it over one arm and then the other.

"I bet I can beat you all to biology." I teased everyone.

"I will give you five seconds to get out of the tree to the starting line!" I shouted.

"1, 2,3,4,5, Go! Eat my dust!" I was off, but then looking back I saw Becca swing from branch to branch like a monkey and land on two feet with her hand right hand in the dirt to balance herself.

"I don't think so, Sasha!" she called in a menacing voice yanking her backpack on her shoulders from the grass. I clenched my fists and widened my stride, because she was quickly approaching from behind.

"Run hard Sasha!" Riley cheered from the tree.

"Yeah, go Sasha!" Rosie added, Jade was three paces behind me.

"Whoo! Becca beat her!" Jade encouraged my competition. By now I was huffing and giving it all just to keep myself at this speed. Becca was next to me, and I was almost wheezing.

I slowed my pace staring at the ground; it was if my lungs couldn't keep up with me. I was right near Mr. Beell's classroom so I leapt twice and dropped to the concrete in front, and sighed. To my disappointment though, I looked up and saw Becca laughing.

"You thought you could beat the fastest, most swift girl in school, huh?" she boasted.

"I love you," I replied in a jovial mood, she was just too quick for me.

"I am not called 'fast feet' for nothing," she bragged.

"Ha, ha," Rosie smirked.

"Sasha almost beat you, so if I were you I'd watch out." Rosie supported me.

"Yeah, that's right Sasha will be unstoppable one day, and she'll beat you!" Riley rallied me.

"Come on, stop lying to yourselves. You know that will never happen." Jade pretended to sneer at us as a joke.

**Ring! **The bell rang, and the rest of the class lined up outside as Mr. Beell opened his door to let us all in.

"We will settle this matter later my dear friends," I smiled at everyone skipping inside.

The quiz was actually very easy; I was finished in fifteen minutes. As I stepped over to set the quiz paper on Mr. Beell's desk for him to grade, he glanced at me through his spectacles.

"Finished already are you Mrs. Aronson? Don't you think you ought to check your own answers?" Mr. Beell suggested.

"Sure," I shrugged; turning to go back to my desk where I spent ten minutes carefully inspecting each answer and found that all were correct. Just as the paper touched his desk he put up his hand, "Check it again." I rolled my eyes mentally, and sighed lightly so he couldn't hear me. Again, I considered my answers silently at my desk, this time only for seven minutes. This time Mr. Beell couldn't question my judgment because I was confident that my grade would be 100%.

"Sasha are you quite sure this time?" Now I felt like Mr. Beell was just being obnoxious.

"Yes," I forced a smile and returned to my seat before the other side of me that wants to punch him came out.

"Alright, I just hope you know this quiz weighs almost as much as a test grade does in the system." He scanned over my quiz, I nodded irritated by now. For the rest of the class period I read a novel that I bought yesterday called, _The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe_ by some guy named C.S. Lewis. The cover caught my eye because it had a little girl and a faun carrying an umbrella walking together through a snowy forest, I have a deep admiration for fantasy. I mean if I am a mermaid, and I exist (according to humans we're fiction) then what's to say other realms of 'fantasy' creatures aren't real too?

**Ring!** Every student rustled through papers and belongings as they were being shuffled into backpacks, all I had to do was put my book in my bag and go.

"There you are; you pack up fast! Come on let's go to art class." Riley took me by my forearm and led me away.

"Can I walk without being led everywhere?" I asked not liking being led against my own free will.

"Ahh yeah, sorry it's a habit," Riley gently let go of my arm.

"It's fine, just remember you don't have to grab people to make them follow," I smiled slightly.

"Oh Jason look who it is!" I immediately spun my head around to see Maci holding Jason's hand.

"Keep walking," I muttered quietly to Riley who was turning red with rage.

"Sasha quite ignoring me! You know I am right here behind you." Maci goaded me. Riley clearly wasn't in the mood for Maci's drama, she clenched her hands in fists and swung at Maci's face.

"Riley!" I shouted jumping between them, and blocking Riley's punch with my open hand. Maci pushed me, then Riley onto the ground. I crashed onto the cool, hard concrete floor of the hallway head first; but Riley caught herself with her hands using the walls to help herself up again.

Maci called both of us very rude names that meant nasty, vulgar things.

"You should've turned the other cheek," I croaked softly to Riley, I had my hand on my now bloody nose. Riley seeing me on my knees, injured sought revenge so she lunged on Maci.. Jason stopped Riley by prying her off Maci by grabbing at her the midriff.

"Mrs. Upton! Help!" I yelped seeing her pass by. She very suddenly stopped Maci and Riley.

"You guys? Come on no more fighting! Gandhi was right, violence isn't the answer!" She rebuked us once the two girls were split up; Riley even had to be retained by Jason.

"All four of you too the office!" Mrs. Upton had a trusted, honor roll student from the crowd of students that had gathered to watch the drama escort us to the office.

Upon arrival, I was guided to the nurse's office where I was given water to drink and Kleenex to stop the bleeding from my nose. After the bleeding ceased, I was given permission to clean off my hands and face in the bathroom. Surprisingly my shirt had only one drop of blood that was easy to clean out with soapy water.

"The headmaster wants to speak with you, Sasha." The nurse told me (Mrs. Renay was her name according to her name tag).

I nodded, "Thanks for helping me." I walked down to the headmaster's office slowly.

"Sasha, sit down please," the headmaster ( read the plaque on the door) said sternly. I sat down next to Riley who I refused to even glance over at; I just couldn't believe her right now.

"Now all of you please watch this footage we caught of your fight in the hall." Mrs. Yago showed us her computer monitor, and pressed play.

There was no audio, only Riley and me together in the hall; then came trouble. Jason and Maci approached us, and the whole fight unfolded all before Mrs. Yago on the screen. I now was happy as I watched it over again that I didn't do any harm, but made an effort to stop it like a pacifist.

"Now I believe you know who's in trouble here, so with that I will speak to Maci and Riley alone. Sasha, Jason please wait patiently in the hall."

"Very well," I replied obeying as Jason followed. We stood against opposite walls staring at the ground.

"Hey, uh thanks for pulling back Riley from hurting your girlfriend back in the fight." I said.

Jason looked me in the eye for the first time, "I didn't want Riley to take Maci because she is much stronger being on the girl's wrestling team and all." Jason spoke softly (I had not known that Riley did wrestling, although I had wondered if she was a bit bipolar).

"Whatever you may or may not have against Riley is none of my business. I know you didn't want Maci hurt by her and if that was your only motive for restricting Riley, I still thank you from the bottom of my heart." I spoke.

"Oh, and by the way, I forgive you for tripping me in the hall on Friday." I smiled, Jason shrugged and said nothing.

"Sasha, come in please." Mrs. Yago called for me.

"Yes, coming," I looked at Jason once more and stepped inside Mrs. Yago's office. Riley and Maci were sent out as I went in.

"I express my gratitude to you for your brave actions of blocking Riley's blows, but because regulations forbid students to touch one another I must discipline you. You are sentenced to a detention at lunch tomorrow with Mrs. Gunning." Mrs. Yago filled out a detention slip.

"Here you are. I sincerely regret doing this, for you are a do-gooder." Mrs. Yago smiled honestly.

"Do what you must; I will accept any punishment willingly." I picked up the slip off the table.

"You may go to class, here is a late-pass," Mrs. Yago wrote out another slip of paper.  
>"Thanks," I took that one too and ambled out with my stuff. It was then Jake's turn, but I wouldn't be here to find out what his sentence would be.<p>

"What is your punishment Riley?" I whispered.

"Suspended for two weeks," Riley moped.

"Do you regret what you did now?" I stared at her in the eyes to see if they were truly full of remorse.

"Yeah, but you were pretty much helpless and I couldn't just not do anything." Riley was avoiding my eye contact.

"Yes, but Maci would still get what she deserves either way from the headmaster." I reminded Riley.

"I heard that!" Maci broke in our conversation.  
>"Shut up, I think we've had enough trouble from you." I told her off.<p>

"Do some thinking for me will you?" I turned back to Riley.

"Ask yourself this, 'If I could have done differently today, what could you have done instead?' " I gave Riley some food for thought, and went upstairs to art.

At Lunch…

"And that's how Riley got suspended for two weeks." I gave a firsthand account to the gang on what REALLY happened in the fight. Apparently the girls had heard of all this drama but were confused by all the rumors going around like an epidemic about the fight.

"I overheard one rumor from a girl in band today and she said, I quote, 'Sasha and Riley ganged up on Maci and tried to beat the crap out of her.' " Rosie giggled.

"How stupid, that is a complete reversal of what actually happened," I laughed aloud.

"I know, it's hilarious to hear about how people twist up stories to make it more dramatic." Jade added shaking her head in disappointment.

"People do that," I sighed heavily from today's events.

"Well we could shoot some hoops to take our minds off all this." Becca suggested.

"You know that actually sounds very appealing to me at this moment," I finished my chicken tenders that I had for lunch.

"Good, let's go." Becca rushed us.

We had fun shooting hoops, although it took me ten attempts at making a shot. It was effortless every time for Becca. We eventually started a game and people even rallied for us too. Our lunch period sped by though because it's a law of nature that time must fly when you are having fun. The rest of the day was fine, though to my relief no drama (I get headaches from too much drama). My besties and I met at the tree (S.H.) directly after school.

"So glad that ridiculous biology quiz is over and done." Becca was on her branch chilling.

"Oh yeah," Jade agreed, "It was so hard."

"The quiz? It was hard? I thought it was too easy to even be a quiz worth that much in the gradebook." Rosie opposed the others positioning herself against the trunk of the tree.

"I agree, but keep in mind you and I studied for almost an hour at my house yesterday so that is why we both knew the material so freakin' well." I reminded Rosie from my branch below her. I then heard a beep of a car horn and remembered that I was supposed to meet Jake to pick me up.

"Shoot! I forgot," I clambered out of the tree to grab my stuff.

"See ya guys! I gotta go home, see you tomorrow!" I ran to meet Jake.

"Bye!" I heard simultaneously from all three.

"I got in trouble today," I admitted first thing getting in the car.

"Don't tell me, I know. Linda got an email and forwarded it to Kara and me." He was so informed.

"You already know, that's nice I don't have to explain it," I relaxed.

"Am I in trouble?" I looked over at Jake.

"For that? No, Kara didn't see a reason to punish you." Jake said.

"We all saw the footage, and thought you should take some jiujitsu classes though." Jake teased me.

"Thanks, I feel like so appreciated right now," I chuckled staring out the window at the grey cloud coverage in the sky.

"Hey if you're bummed, I know something that will cheer you up!" Jake swung around the corner to Kara's house and up her driveway. Jake showed me my new room, 100% done.

"You did it a day early? Thanks!" I rejoiced.

"I love you guys!" I shouted with joy.

"You made my day," I smiled.

"We're home! Do you like it Layla?" Linda called from downstairs.

"It's now Sasha, remember?" Kara reminded Linda, who rolled her eyes.

"It's lovely!" I thanked them.

"Great," Kara and Linda were putting away groceries in the kitchen.

"Oh, and about today Sasha," Kara evil eyed me, "that wasn't lying low now was it? You shouldn't try to draw attention to yourself."

"I tried stopping it, which is the complete opposite of drawing attention!" I put my hands up in defense.

"Well you're not in trouble, just let today be a warning." Kara sipped some orange juice from a glass.

_Back _in_the_Hawiian_Islands._

"Hello, is this the head detective of Layla's investigation?" Amy spoke loudly into the phone at her hotel.

"Yes," came a voice from the other side.

"Well, I am calling to let you know that you need call off the investigation for now, as I am running short of funds." Amy looked over at a paper with numbers and dollar signs on it titled 'Budget.'

"You want to call of your own daughter's investigation?" the voice said with disbelief.

"Affirmative," Amy responded like it was no big deal.

"Alright, I will do so for you Ma'am," the voice had to obey.

"Thank you for your services, I will send the last check in tomorrow. Bye, now." Amy hung up. _Those private investigators were pretty much useless anyway; they could hardly piece together any conclusive evidence, _Amy thought. Amy pulled out her laptop, and searched on Google for this Rongelap Atoll which had a laboratory specialized for research done on mermaids. The results were pleasing; she found several articles and even pictures of this place. She actually believed this place could be real, but there was still some doubt in her mind. After sorting through things in her mind, she decided the only way she really was going to know is if she went there herself.
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Chapter 13: Seized by a Storm

I filled my lungs with clean air and exhaled and gazed back out over the sea below me. I was alone on a hike following the sea cliffs near Kara's house; I had been walking for about an hour now, alone. Jake and Kara were busy at work; they'd be home at 6:00 PM. As for me I was off school and done with my biology homework and needed some time for myself. The past four days (it's Friday today) since the fight between Riley and Maci have been filled with much more gossip at school and on social media too. All that plus the dirty looks, whispering, and staring from everyone had really gotten to my head. It was nice to get out and forget it all for awhile. I sat on a bench solitarily, the stirring waters called for me from beneath the rocky overhang of the cliff. I could hear the gentle waves lap up against the rocks and pour into the crevices below in the small cove. A swim sounded so satisfying right now. The urge was strong like when you crave chocolate that sits right in front you. My legs began tingling; as if they were yearning to transform then and there. The urge became a desperate plea of my troubled heart, and then I knew that I needed the swim to truly let go off things. In obedience to the water's beckoning I strolled down to the beach and hid in the cove where I stripped down to my underclothes. This cove is very secluded; the danger of humans finding me here was very small. Seeing the calm waves before me, I stepped one foot in at a time and sat down behind a small rock where I underwent mermaid metamorphosis. I was soothed by the sound of the waters around me, I closed my eyes. When I opened my eyes my tail had completely morphed so I dove in smoothly and swam a straight-away to deeper waters. It felt pleasing to return my natural state (my mermaid form). I wasn't alone; I noticed Rosie's fluke flick five feet away on my left out of my peripheral vision.

_Well, I guess I have company today!_ I directed at Rosie.

_Oh you are here too? How nice it is to see you!_ Rosie's mouth was wide in surprise as she swam over to meet me.

_It is a joy that you are here! _I exclaimed.

_Same, this seems to be no coincidence that we saw each other just when we both needed moral support after this week's events. _Rosie related.

_Say, does the water seem more choppy today?_ Rosie inquired

_No, not by the cliffs. Do you mean here, further out? _I responded.

_Yes, I have been out here for twenty minutes, and I have noticed a storm that is rolling inland from the south. _Rosie gave me a weather report.

_Is that so? The sky was clear as a crystal before I dove in._ I thought, I poked only my eyes out of the water and saw that Rosie was correct.

_Oy! That's a big one too! _I stared with wide eyes at the cluster of cumulonimbus clouds drawing dangerously close.

_I know! The winds are bringing it this way faster and faster it seems with each minute too! _Rosie warned me.

_Well, then let's go home! If we get stuck in choppy waves in that storm we could be at terrible risk!_ I told Rosie.

_I know so let's find our way back before we get carried away by the tide any further._ Rosie swam forward using her arms to thrust her body through the water, and her fluke for propulsion.

We swam for four minutes until I heard boisterous booming above me, and the softest pittering on the surface of the water. I had never heard the sound of thunder and rain below the surface of water, but the sounds were familiar enough to know that we were caught in a storm at sea. It was too late to go home.

_It will pass soon; let's just find a place to put to shore._ I swam towards the cove from where I'd come.

_Sasha, we can't do that! It could be hazardous if we crash into the rocks, the same thing could happen to us as your mother. I know this rugged coastline better than you because I've lived here for about my whole existence. Stick with me please! _Rosie demanded.

_Very well, lead me to safety then_. I crossed my arms in expectancy.

_We must swim to deeper depths away from choppy waves, and there we will wait for the storm to pass. There we can also be safer from lightening because if it were to strike the surface above us the electrical current's charge would lessen as it extends in the water._ Rosie said as she began descending to the depths (we swam probably ten yards downward), and I followed.

_How long will we have to wait?_ I asked.

_As long as this storm prolongs, 'til then we must stay in deep waters._ Rosie swam slower and set the pace as we went along. **BOOM!** Both Rosie and I froze and looked up in fright. By the sound of the storm, I knew it was a strong one.

_Do you have your totem?_ Rosie wanted to know.

_Ye- _I felt for it around my neck, it wasn't there.

_No,it's at home on my dresser, just when we need it direly too._ My memory sparked back to this morning when I was rushing before school and I remember I forgot my oyster shell with my totem inside upon my dresser.

_If only I had a totem, at least the more responsible of the two of us would've remembered it._ Rosie frowned.

_Well we can always just chill you know and talk about life while we wait. _I suggested to spread some good cheer around.

_Ok let me start, _Rosie paused, _my afternoon swim was fine until I ran into my irresponsible friend who I got stuck in the rain with and now I also suffer the consequences of her carelessness._ Rosie said.

_Come on, don't let my forgetfulness make you glum._ I replied.

_Sasha I was joking around, it's okay if you forgot your totem. We'll get out of here eventually._ Rosie smiled, I smiled too.

_Oh did I ever show you my special ability which is swimming at very fast speeds?_ I started a new conversation.

_No? Let me show you!_ I for once felt as excited as a little kid again, like the time one of Gandoff's boys showed me how to whistle when I was six. I remember the happiness I felt when I finally mastered it. I sped through the water with ease, and wowed Rosie.

_You're so fast! I wish I could do that! _Rosie was in awe.

_Ah thanks, don't butter me up to much,_ I tried not to get too prideful and arrogant. I personally despise arrogant people, I can hardly tolerate them.

_Did you ever think that mers could ever have more than one special ability? _Rosie wondered.

_No, I remember Kara talking about that just two days ago. She said that every mer has only one special ability, and that magic is forbidden to be used (except for opening portals for teleportation) unless there is an emergency._ I explained.

_Bummer, I guess we all have one power so it's fair for everyone._ Rosie reasoned.

_Yeah, if we didn't have limitations on magic then just imagine the disorder and chaos there'd be. The Mermish Delegation has quite a grip within the world of merfolk._ I agreed. The next moment I knew there were quick flickers of lightening and five seconds later there was rumbling thunder from above. I recall a trick that I learned in fourth grade, if you count the seconds between lightning and thunder and divide by five you can calculate the number of miles a storm is from you. That meant the storm was one mile from us, oh crap.

_Rosie the storm is one mile away!_ I alerted Rosie.

_I don't know how far you mean because I don't use the metric system! We're in Australia remember!? _Rosie looked clueless.

_That's five thousand two hundred and eighty feet ft. away! I thought you said the storm would pass, not come directly above us! _I shouted with urgency.

_You're still using the metric system, my brain cannot compute what you are saying!_ Rosie was still puzzled.

_It just means the storm is really close! What the heck should we do?_ I panicked (I know, worst reaction you could ever have in an emergency).

_Swim deeper!_ Rosie rang out as she forced herself through the water with powerful, rapid movements of her tail and fluke working in unison with one another. I sped up with her and swam alongside in her wake. The next thing I knew there was deafening booms and scintillating, overwhelming flares of light. I then lost all sense of my surrounding and everything dissipated to utter darkness.
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Chapter 14: Trouble At It's Worse Possible Outcome

**Note: Warning this chapter may contain startling or unsettling content that may be too descriptive for those twelve and under, this particular chapter is ****PG-13.**

A cold hard exam room table; that is what I felt under my body when my senses finally return to me. I am panicking, but thank God above I notice Rosie is lying next to me one another exam room table. Both of us are in mermaid form. I try to reach over limply to feel my surroundings almost as if I am drugged. But, oh wait, maybe I am because I can scarcely move. I feel around me, my hand touches an IV that is attached to my wrist. I stop in shock and my heart skips several beats. We're together in an exam room with microscopes, and I see that there is no escaping if we can't get rid of the IVs in our arms. To know you are trapped or confined as a mermaid is the most terrifying of all your worst nightmares. And to be laid out on an examination table to be observed or studied on is just petrifying.

_Rosie! Come on wake up!_ I try to regain complete control of my muscles, but I know that won't happen.

_ROSIE!_ I shout telepathically to Rosie. Seeing that she still gives no response telepathically, I know that I will have to awake her audibly (I regret having to do this).

"**RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGG!" **I screeched. Instantly Rosie's eyes flit open and squint which I am glad of, but my ear drums are now shot for four seconds.

_Wha, where are we- _Rosie stutters.

_Look around, we're on exam tables!_ I yell warning 's eyelids are fully open, and she sees what I mean.

_How did we get here?_ She asks exactly what I am thinking too.

_I wonder the same thing too, but however we got here I think we should think of how we will escape first. Don't you agree?_ I tried to calm myself to think clearly and plan a way out of here.

_Yes, but how can we do that when we're sedated?_ Rosie looked down at my IV, then her own.

_Ah yeah, that's the first order of business. _I pump my brain for answers. I remember one night skipping through channels on Amy's crappy cable box T.V. in the living room and how a CSI show got my attention for a minute. It showed a kidnapped girl in a bed with an IV in her arm. She suddenly wakes up from unconsciousness, and tries to move her other hand to remove the IV out of her arm. I flipped the channel though before I could see if she succeeded or not. Even though some aspects of CSI are fake, I just thought that if my hand could move at all that maybe I could remove my IV like her. It wouldn't be any loss if I tried, so I lifted my arm limply to try to reach over and fumble my IV out. It turned out though, that I couldn't even lift my arm up more than three inches, I sighed it wouldn't work as simply after all.

_Can you make even the slightest movements?_ I turned my head slightly with extreme effort. Rosie flopped her arm around, twitched her left index and middle finger.

_Slightly, if anyone of us can move more it's you. You seem less affected by drugs than I am. _ Rosie told me.

_Yeah, I can move bit more; you are right. _I agreed taking things into consideration.

_Hmm, do you think these drugs will eventually wear off? _I wondered.

_No, not plausible, there is quite a study supply flowing into our systems. I think there is just too much to ever wear out unless we remove our IVs from our wrists. _Rosie reasoned.

_Darn, so we can't just wait it out. We'll have to try to remove our IVs ourselves then._ I sighed because I knew that would be just about impossible.

_You twitched your left fingers; maybe you can reach over and take out my IV on my right arm because I can't move my left arm like at all. _I suggested hopefully.

_Ok, don't get angry if this doesn't work._ Rosie attempted to remove my IV. The first and second times were hopeless as she couldn't even move two inches. The third time she yanked up her arm and landed it on my IV. I stared at Rosie's face, and tried to smile instead my mouth only twitched.

_Go on, don't stop you might be on to something good._ I praised Rosie who tried to form a grasp on the tubes to pull outward. This was gonna hurt a lot I already knew, but anything to get free.

_Sorry if this causes you excoriating pain,_ Rosie apologized and began to try to pull the IV out of my wrist. She tried eight times, all were unsuccessful.

_Sasha, this won't work._ Rosie looked me in the eyes.

_What other hope do we have? Keep on at it, even if it does hurt._ I encouraged Rosie. She yanked this time and the IV came undone, I grimaced.

_It's out Rosie! As soon as the drugs wear off I can free yours too!_ A spark of hope was kindled inside my soul.

_If I could grin right now, I would._ Rosie closed her eyes, knowing that we did have a chance.

_May I take a crack at taking out your IV now? I can't guarantee that it won't hurt though. _I requested.

_Alright, but please don't make it hurt a lot._ Rosie cringed as if bracing herself. I reached over, shaking (the drugs were just starting to wear off) and clutched Rosie's IV tubes, and jerked off the adhesive tape that secured Rosie's IV (it was much like ripping off a bandage very fast so that it won't hurt).

_That was part one, part two will probably hurt worst so look away if you must_, I told Rosie who was already moaning in pain. I tugged at Rosie's tubes, and took the IV out of Rosie's arm slowly, but gently.

_Why are you removing it slowly? I thought you would rip off fast like you do with Band Aids._ Rosie clung to the side of the table.

_I don't want to damage a vein, so that is why I am trying to remove it slowly, _I said.

_You were concerned about that when I was ripping yours out!_ Rosie argued.

_Well one of us had to take the damage! There, it's gone now,_ I assured Rosie showing her the evidence of a loose IV.

_Ah that's better, now I can change from fin to feet so we can get the heck out of this freaky laboratory! _Rosie thought to me.

_Keep on at it Rosie!_ I cheered her on. Rosie sat up slowly and cringed, and grunted as she contracted the powerful muscles in her tail to morph her from mermaid to human again. Nothing happened, but that didn't prevent Rosie from trying again five times over.

_Rosie you have to wait for the drugs to wear away, it will take even longer if it's a sedative._ I realized. To my meager knowledge of drugs, I know that sedatives can prolong for hours before they even begin to corrode.

_How long do you predict?_ Rosie wanted answers.

_I have no idea, possibly hours._ I gave Rosie the harsh facts. Rosie laid down and stopped struggling against the drug's grasp on her.

_May as well just lay here and die,_ Rosie gave up.

_You can't do that; you can't just quit your life! Don't you have a will to live? Besides, they can't kill us whoever has gotten a hold of us, for crying in a bucket we're mermaids!_ I squirmed and wrestled against the drugs, maybe my moving around would help me regain control.

_Just let it go Sasha, it's not worth fighting fate, _Rosie sighed mentally.

_No, seriously keep moving your muscles. I believe by doing so we will lessen the effect of the drugs_. I explained to Rosie who was acting like a helpless baby just lying there.

_Come on Rosie! Are you going to let five unsuccessful tries stomp out your fire of hope you had just three minutes ago? What has happened?_ I rallied Rosie. Rosie's facial expression displayed her shame as she gazed downward at the floor.

_You're all too right! I can't and won't let that stop me! Like you said to me the first day I met you,_ '_Positive thinking is everything.'_ Rosie actually was able to put on a wide grin, and I did too because we both **knew** there was hope to survive and a way out of this awful mess.

_We got in this tough situation together, and together as friends we will get out._ I reached for Rosie's hand in an act of assurance that said, "we're gonna make it out of here alive." Rosie gripped my hand in return, and we heard steps outside the door.

_Put on your IV and play dead!_ I alerted Rosie and dropped her hand.

There was the noise of a door being unlocked, then two doctors in white lab coats came into the room.

"And here Dr. Reflech we have two exemplary live specimens. I am eager to study these two!" One of the two men spoke with vigor and excitement. That name and voice was eerily familiar. In fact this voice was the narrator of the grainy video I'd watched at the deserted laboratory on Rongelap Atoll, Dr. Reflech was whom the video had been for!

"Yes! Finally I can study a live sample! All the other mermaids that I have studied were washed up, so live specimens are just splendid!" The other man (Dr. Reflech was his name) agreed, he seemed to have a more gruff voice which may indicate that he was a bit older than the other scientist.

"My team and I found these two floating in shallow waters unconscious just north of here. Can you believe this? It will prove all our research." I heard the younger of the two scientists rave on.

"May I take look at their anatomy as well? I would love to examine the muscular structure and vertebrae of the tail." Dr. Reflech asked.

"Yes, but I would like to keep our specimens alive a few days to test on more of what stimulates transformation, conduct experiments, and gather a few samples." The younger scientist came closer behind me and I heard him put on a latex gloves. Shivers were already crawling down my spine. I felt metal forceps press against my tail and find its way under a scale and yank it outward. I can only compare the pain of getting a scale plucked off to a human getting finger nail ripped out. I clenched my mouth shut so my cry of pain couldn't be heard.

"May I gather a sample of blood, Dr. Williams?" Dr. Reflech inquired stepping closer to Rosie.

"Feel free to collect as many samples you desire! Just please do not dissect our specimens until our vessel reaches Rongelap Atoll in six days." Dr. Williams commanded. That is the place of the deserted lab! And we had seven days to escape our horrid fate of death by dissection! How were we going to ever break out of here if we're drugged 24/7?

"Yes, yes, and plus there is much to be observed before we even think of dissecting them." Dr. Williams agreed, I heard him put on gloves and pick up a metal object. Poor Rosie, she was going to have blood withdrawal without her permission.

"I will have the IVs replaced too, the diazepam levels are almost depleted." I heard Dr. Williams say grasping my IV fluids bag.

"I must first run tests on these samples before in-depth study of our specimens so please excuse me, Dr. Reflech." Dr. Williams notified the older doctor.

"Splendid, I was just going to do the same just after I do some more evaluation." Dr. Reflech answered. Dr. Williams went out of the exam room, but Dr. Reflech remained. Gosh, these scientists were the definition of a mad scientist! Only starving for knowledge, not caring what harm is done.

_Back in Brisbane, Australia eight hours earlier._

"Where's Layla?!" Kara swiveted into the phone.

"It's 7 o'clock , she's not home, but her book bag is here lying on the floor next to her desk and her totem is sitting on her dresser!" Kara continued into the receiver.

"She's not home? Did she leave a note?" Linda sensed Kara's hysteria.

"Yes, it said she went for a stroll on the beach, but she left at 4:30 PM it says and she's not back! I've checked the whole house, circled the neighborhood twice, and searched the beach for her! I even called Rosie's Mom and she said that Rosie didn't say Layla was at her house, so she is gone!" Kara vented into the phone.

"Let me notify Jake and we will help you find her, we'll be there soon. Until then drink some water, sit down and read a copy of _Cosmopolitan_ and relax." Linda eased Kara's sudden worry. It wasn't long before Jake pulled up in the Kara's driveway with Linda, and of course Kara was in the driveway waiting, prepared.

"Okay you guys, we have one hour 'till dusk. Hereare maps of the neighborhood and surrounding area. I will search east and west, and you guys search north and south. We'll meet back right here when the sun goes down, call me on your cell if you find her. Let's move out!" Kara commanded handing Jake and Linda some maps, and just like that without any further explanation headed to her car.

"I told her to chillax," Linda muttered.

"At least she didn't call law enforcement in rash actions of panic." Jake said gladly.

"Yeah, that would be foolish considering Layla may be on a swim and has lost all sense of time. That would mean they'd be looking for a mermaid which would be trouble we DO NOT want to get ourselves into." Linda concurred getting right back into the car.

"Let's find Layla!" Jake enthused his good friend Linda.

"Hey do you want to go with Kara? I mean you two are a team together." Linda recommended.

"Yeah, let me join her instead," Jake waved Kara's BMW down as she was pulling down the driveway, Kara rolled down the window.

"What do you need Baby?" Kara asked.

"Can I ride with you?" Jake grinned.

"Of course! Does Linda mind looking for Layla alone?" Kara inquired in consideration of Kara.

"She's the one that suggested it." Jake opened the door opposite Linda.

"Great, hop in." Kara drove off, and Linda went her own separate way.

For all the time spent in pursuit of finding the girls, there was nothing but empty streets and sidewalks, revealing no trace of Layla or Rosie.

"Kara we've searched now for two hours and nothing has turned up. They sky is getting darker by the minute. What shall we do?" Linda was pulled up in front of Kara's home.

"I just got a call from Rosie's Mom who reported Rosie wasn't home either, my instincts told me that the two are missing together. I lied to her and said that Rosie was over for the evening spending the night to buy us some time to hunt down the two of them. Just keep on checking and re-checking all the places you have or haven't looked till' dark. Then we'll rest up tonight and search the surrounding waters for those two in the morning." Kara persisted.

_On_a_plane_to_Johnston_Atoll_from_Kaui._

_Ugh, this tiny plane smells of sweat and tuna fish gone bad, _Amy thought wrinkling her nose.

"Hi-ho, I am your pilot today! Call me Russ, with my flying expertise by golly we'll be at Johnny Atoll in hardly any time at all!" Russ greeted Linda offering a hand to Amy. Amy refused the gesture with a repulsed look. Amy glanced up at Russ's face and saw a friendly smile and an un-kept, sand-papery face (that was her opinion, for all she knew Russ could just want facial hair so he let it go).

"Pleasure to fly with you, now please just let's go." Amy turned the other direction to stare out the window to avoid any sort of conversation.

"Okie-dokie, here we go!" Russ flipped switches and started up the bi-plane's systems.

"Bare with me, take-off can be a bit turbulent and unsettling. But once we get in the sky, you'll warm up! They always do!" Russ winked jovially at Amy. Amy fake smiled, and held on to her seat for take-off. Russ was silent while taxing, but then was yelling and hooting down the runway as the plane accelerated upward to the sky.

"Man there isn't a thing on God's green earth like take-off." Russ was absolutely thrilled, but Amy was just the contrary thinking to herself.

When Airborne…

Amy finally decided to get out her laptop to appear occupied.

"You know what I always say to my passengers when they pull out their fancy gadgets and mobile computers? I tell 'em I ain't got no wi-fi aboard this ol rust bucket. So you'll just have to talk to me eventually. I mean it's a seven hour track to Johnston Atoll and that old naval base." Russ chuckled at his own joke.

"I don't need wi-fi, I've got tax paperwork on here to do. I can always catch up on sleep too. So it is really quite okay." Amy started typing loudly away to stay aloof.

"Well that's fine and dandy too then," Russ was quiet as he flipped autopilot on after setting the plane heading in the right direction and reclined his seat. For several hours the two sat in silence, Amy eventually put away her computer and fell asleep for two hours. She was awoken to Russ humming softly along to a song he was listening too on his cassette player.

"This whole flight you've been nothing but unruly and just rude! Please be considerate of me here, I am trying to sleep."Amy sputtered then turned the other way using her coat as a veil over her head to keep out unwanted light or noise.

"Sorry Ma'am," Russ apologized looking ashamed. After more efforts than Amy could count of trying to resume slumber, Amy just stared off straight ahead at the seemingly infinite ocean.

"So may I ask what you may be doing at Johnston Atoll? There isn't much out there except an old naval base." Russ asked courageously sensing Amy was staring off into la la land.

"Oh, just random things you know, like visiting old friends." Amy lied she didn't want Russ to speculate anything unusual (she was actually going to see if she could pay for a captain of a vessel or pilot of a plane could to take her to Rongelap Atoll).

"And by chance have you seen this girl?"Amy thought to ask Russ showing him a photo of Layla.

"No, I don't recall. Besides my old noggin can barely seem to remember anything these days." Russ admitted.

"Oh, well that is fine." Amy stowed the photo in her bag where it belonged.

"Why?" Russ posed.

"Russ, oh it's just my daughter has gone missing is all. I ask everyone I meet." Amy was now testing Russ to see if he would pity her (that was stupid of her really to assume that he wouldn't pity her, because just about everyone she told pitied her for Layla's vanishing).

"Ah what a shame! What is her name?" Russ pitied.

"Layla," Linda faced downward as if she was sad for her daughter's disappearance.

"I will tell my buddies to keep their eyes peeled. Is there anything else that I could do to help?" Russ inquired kindly.

"Yes, there is much help actually that you could do." Amy grinned.

"What could I, old Russ possibly do?" Russ questioned even more attentive now.

"Well, you seem to know your way around these oceans very well. Do you think you can take me to Rongelap Atoll in this jet? All one thousand six hundred miles? There I strongly believe I will find all of the evidence I need to solve my own daughter's case of her sudden disappearance." Amy confided as if it were some big secret (it really wasn't secret at all because she appeared on a news broadcast on public television).

"And why do you need to go there? Nothing is there except seafaring birds and a tropical wonder." Russ informed Amy.

"That is what everyone thinks, in all reality there is actually a laboratory on the island of which contains accurate information on the existence of mermaids and merman. And my daughter just so happens to be one." Amy said normally as if she didn't think that she was crazy, but by the confused expression on Russ's face you could tell that Russ thought just the contrary.

"Um, are you certain that this place is real?" Russ questioned.

"Without a doubt, I even have pictures on hand." Amy proceeded to shuffle through her bag to find them.

"Here they are, this place is quite mysterious." Amy held up the photographs flipping through each one.

"I believe you now," Russ trusted Amy.

"Shall we plan to journey there after you have visited your friends three days?" Russ planned.

"Russ, I don't know anyone on Johnston Atoll. We could go as soon as tomorrow after we rest one night. I lied, because I didn't know if you were trustworthy, but now I have decided otherwise." Amy smiled for the first time in hours.

"Spectacular! Now you're trusting of me! See I was right they always warm up to you once you're in the air!" Russ was excited, because for the first time in a couple decades since he retired from the air force (after he served in the Gulf War) he felt as if he had a mission.
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Chapter 15: Looking Fate in the Eyes

Deep breaths, in then out. My chest expanded with air Again, again, and again continuing in its natural cycle. I found myself awakening from a coma-like sleep; I of course wasn't conscious of any means of time or location. These important pieces of information were still missing from my knowledge. Ugh! It seems every time Rosie and I had awakened at re-occurring times for the past hours we had no memory of events before. I would hate to see these pathetic scientists win! I can't believe humans; yes HUMANS had captured us, mermaids. We're supposed to be slick, you know, able to escape any trap a human could set. Unfortunately Rosie and I weren't as skillful as our expectations wanted. This was just exasperating, and draining of all my energy. Energy that I should be using to flee out of here or we're gonna DIE!

_Oh! Layla I feel weak, _Rosie stared at the ceiling. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw that she was faint and pale like she was losing strength.

_Rosie! What's happened to you? _I cannot believe how close she is to death.

_I… I_ she stuttered, _I can barely fight back the sedatives any longer._

_Don't let it dominate you, please stay awake!_ I pleaded.

_Fine, I'll give it all the rest of my strength, Rosie fought to keep even just to squint. _

"No Doctor! Ugh! You've screwed up their doses! You'll drug them to death if you continue to give them diazepam hourly!" a man's voice much like thundered from behind the lab double doors.

_Never mind close your eyes,_ I told Rosie.

"My most sincere apology Dr. Williams! I am not trying to kill your specimens, it's just I thought I would keep them sedated more heavily so that they wouldn't try to fidget with their IV's. I noticed both IV's had been dethatched yesterday, as if they manually removed them. Our subjects seemed to have strong nervous systems that can easily resist the diazepam." Dr. Reflech's voice cowered coming in through the door.

"Even still you almost killed our specimens!" Dr. Williams rebuked Dr. Reflech.

"Just reduce that dose by half next time," Dr. Williams commanded.

"Yes, Doctor," Dr. Reflech replied firmly.

"Now, time to test their ability of transformation!" Dr. Willaims exclaimed muffled from behind his mask that he put on. Cold latex gloves gently removed the IV tape from my arm and the IV with it.

"Now, our subjects may soon open their eyes once their bodies realize the sedatives are wearing off which is what we want. But they will only be able to open their eyes." Dr. Reflech said.

"And if they regain control of their muscles too? What happens then? Could they possibly do damage?" Dr. Reflech's voice was muffled behind his mask.

"What damage? They're mermaids, it's not as if they can get up and walk around!" Dr. Williams laughed with much malice.

"Oh, that's what you believe Doctor. I observed them the past day and have seen that they are much more resistant to any drugs I give them than humans are." Dr. Reflech dared disagree.

"Doctor, Doctor you are terribly mistaken! I think as head of the research team here, I know a bit more than you think!" Dr. Williams slandered Dr. Reflech. Dang, Dr. Williams is as rude as Maci; I sorta wonder now if the two have any relation.

"Sorry, Sir," Dr. Reflech obeyed.

"Now as you see the drugs are wearing off, this is excellent because now we will see these two mers morph legs before our own eyes…" Dr. Williams went on explaining their experimental procedures in his Ph.D sounding lingo. All I could really pick-up is that he would basically be poking and prodding us with needles, and that we would be watched and tested on for the next four days, then we'd be dissected the sixth. Death has a way of sneaking up on you doesn't it? It seems death by dissection for mermaids especially.

"Let's begin!" Dr. Reflech looked delighted.

_Rosie, did your ears just catch what Dr. Williams was saying? I hope so because when we morph legs, that's our shot to skedaddle! _I informed Rosie.

_Be prepared to jolt up at any minute and jump in the water and swim for our lives!_ I said.

_Okay, but what are our losses if we fail?_ Rosie posed.

_Our loss will be our own lives, _I imposed the harshness of this reality through my rough-sounding telepathic voice.

_Very well, Layla I trust your wit and strategic thinking. _Rosie spoke softly in telepathy.

"Ah, first sign of transformation is fading of the scales. Wow, document this Doctor!" Dr. Williams awed.

_Let yourself transform naturally Rosie, don't rush it._ I directed with confidence, minutes and more minutes ticked onward in my head. I felt my tail begin to separate and take on the shape of two legs.

_Rosie, you got legs yet?_ I rang.

_Yes, I am ready. _I heard her.

_Go when I give the word, the word will be run. _I instructed. I stared at the scientists who had their backs to us momentarily.

_Rosie, run. _Rosie leapt up and sprinted out of the double doors, I being right on her heels. There was one corridor and it led straight to an open door which took us to the deck of the boat. My BPM was eighty-nine beats and climbing, adrenaline pulsing through my veins as I went. We found ourselves being encompassed in a circle of the two doctors and three other researchers. Gosh I wish I knew jujitsu, I am not a fighter; I am a peace-maker. But at a dire moment like this that threatened our lives I may have to defend myself somehow.

"Dr. Reflech! Get them both. Sedate them!" Dr Williams commanded. I saw several researchers mindlessly searching their surroundings for any weapon of defense, and Dr. Reflech fumbled with a syringe. And in that moment it seemed all too easy because there was then an opening which remained unblocked for four seconds, allowing Rosie to sprint towards the edge of the vessel and hurdle over the boat into the water below with a SPLASH. I immediately proceeded to copy her moves. Just as I was hurdling victoriously through the air towards freedom in the water below, a swift hand grabbed my foot and jerked me to the ground on the deck of the boat.

_Keep swimming west_, I alarmed Rosie as I land with a **THUNK** on the boat deck.

The loaded syringe found a spot in my skin, and then I was out.

My mind spun upon awakening, I felt nauseated and sickly. I coughed, which meant I had lungs telling me I am in human form. Looking down at my leg that was confirmed, but I also noted that I was strapped down by my torso, waist, and knees.

"You're awake I see." Dr. Williams eyed me up and down. I forced myself to squirm; ignoring the pain from all over my aching body. My fall had really taken a lot out of me.

"Yes, I am awake." I grimaced.

"And I will not lay here awaiting my death. Release me!" I yelled.

"You speak English like humans! That's a whole new part of you that we didn't know about!" Dr. Reflech pretended to be captivated as a form of mockery.

"Ha, like we're ever going to grant YOU freedom!" Dr. Williams chuckled.

"Ahhh!" I screamed.

"To bad your friend couldn't stick around, I guess she was the lucky one that escaped." Dr. Williams grinned.

"Stay still so we can observe you morph back to a mermaid." Dr. Reflech held me down by my arms.

"Assistant, get the water please!" Dr. Williams called. A blonde-haired woman about thirty-five came to the Doctor's aid with a gallon bucket containing water; she doused my legs with its contents. My legs adjoined again to slowly form my tail, by this time I was screeching and my vocal chords felt strained.

"Time her transformation, Dr. Reflech!" Dr. Williams ordered bending down to watch closely my legs undergo mermaid metamorphosis through his spectacles. I slapped my fluke into his face; Dr. Williams flew back five feet. Wow, my fluke was a very effective weapon.

"You brat!" I heard him bellow in anger, as his 'assistant' tended to him on the floor. Like his words were helping the matter of restricting me.

"I WILL have my freedom!" I retaliated flipping my fluke to and fro to help me worm my way out of the straps that secured me down. Success was almost mine, but Dr. Reflech was already rushing my way with one other researcher to tighten me down even more too where I could hardly move any muscles at all.

"Now shut her up! She has an irritating scream!" Dr. Williams got off the floor and held a plastic bag of ice to his forehead. Duct tape was soon around my head including my mouth.

"You have no idea when to give up do you?" Dr. Williams sat in a chair contently watching me restrained against my own free-will.

"You know at this point in time death is unavoidable so stop fighting it." He glowered at me.

"MMMMMMMMMM!" Was all I could reply to this psycho scientist.

"She's all strapped down sir." The blonde assistant announced batting her eyelashes caked with mascara.

"Thank you Stephanie," Dr. Reflech smiled, clearly there was some sort of affection for her in that smile. Stephanie half-smiled in return, I could tell in that smile she had NO affection for someone as un-attractive as Dr. Reflech.

"Stupendous! Time for more tests!" And so Dr. Williams had begun the next four hours of anguish and torment. To name a few of these miserable trials I had to withstand being forced into a tank for more "careful observation" and then I was made to run fifty laps circling the boat to "see how my BPM affected transformation." The afternoon was by no means fun at all, in fact when the day was finally done I just felt myself slump on the exam room table. A meal of cold soup and crackers was my supper, I was never more grateful for a meal in my life. Dr. Williams after three hours of letting me rest tried arousing me once more. My body was like, "Oh so not happening." So there on the exam table I stayed only after nine tries of pulling me up to my feet.

"You better comply or I'll make sure you starve!" I heard.

"Dr. Williams, sir, it may be beneficial if you allow her slumber." Dr. Reflech sympathized.

"As it may render for better test results tomorrow for more experimentation." Or at least I thought Dr. Reflech pitied me, because he now suggested more experimentation.

"Hmm… Yes! Good idea, three hours more is all she needs though." Dr. Williams accepted the idea.

"Rest up dumb girl," He spat stepping towards the door to exit the room with Dr. Reflech. I was alone for the first time in hours; finally having a moment to myself I realized that my only hope of life was in Rosie who was now swimming west. I hoped, because really there was no way of knowing if she was okay.

_Eigth_hours_earlier,_approximately_one_hundred_thirty five_miles_east_of_Brisbane._

The flow of the water over Rosie felt refreshing; being away from that scary lab gave her a sense of security. Although, as her thoughts drifted back to leaving the vessel and how Layla had almost made it out she felt like the most unfaithful and terrible friend that ever lived. She hadn't even made an effort to go back for her. After much thinking though, Rosie reminded herself that though Layla didn't jump in time she probably would have wanted her to live on. This thought comforted Rosie on her long journey westward.

_Seven_and_half_hours_earlier_approximately_seventy-five_miles_east _of_ Brisbane._

_Kara, we've been searching for five hours! You know it is difficult for me to stay at the same pace with you and Linda_. Jake kicked hard to catch up, as he was starting to fall behind.

_Jake this is why I wanted you to stay home to be on patrol for Layla,_ Kara spoke.

_Shouldn't we tell the Delegation first? Jake considered._

_There we can find assistance!_ Linda protested in agreement with Jake.

_I am afraid you are all too right, let's tell the Delegation. Although you know how much trouble we'll be in because we let two mermaids disappear?_ Kara reminded Jake and Linda.

_Yes, we'll be in heavy do-do, but right now it only mattered that we find Layla and Rosie! _Linda emphasized.

_Let's not tarry, _Jake grasped his totem and mumbling the spell to himself in telepathy to open the portal.

The portal of course opened in response, and in the three went.

_Hold on!_ Rosie shot towards the trio just as she saw Linda's fluke going through the portal.

Jake being the best at picking up telepathy heard her from the other side of the portal.

_Crap! Rosie! We left Rosie on the other side!_ Jake stopped, to chant the spell to open the portal up again. He found Rosie having a fit of frustration on the other end.

_Rosie, it's all good! Come on, the portal's open! _Jake got Rosie's attention. Rosie shot through, rejoicing with the others with hugs and high fives because she was back in safety. Rosie did the favor of catching them up on the way to _the Delegation courts _about the horrors of the laboratory that her and Layla got caught in. Kara cringed at certain parts as did Linda, but Jake stayed placid with an expression of determination.

_We must speak to the head of the Delegation now!_ Jake shouted gravely at the front desk.

_Sir calm down or else we will have you removed, _the lady spoke firmly, _the Delegation is in session. We cannot have any disruptions._

_Ma'am this is a matter of utmost urgency,_ he replied, _I am with the F.M.P.A. regarding a mer that is highly endangered at this moment. Failure to comply will result in imprisonment._ Jake took a badge out that read "certified agent by the board of F.M.P.A. Jake Young."

_F.M.P.A.? What is that? _Rosie just wanted to know.

_Federal Mer Protection Agency, you see Jake, Linda, and I are all part of a top secret program that protects mers not only below the sea but above land. Although, our specialty as agents is above land in the human world to protect the privacy of mers like you._ Linda explained to Rosie.

_You can tell Layla if we find her, but we can't even tell mers above water or below because it is a highly confidential government program. With an emergency there is an exception._ Kara showed Rosie her own badge.

_Wow, you guys are like C.I.A. or F.B.I. agents! _Rosie was thrilled.

_Hey, let's pay attention to Jake now,_ Linda told Rosie and Kara to be attentive.

_Very well sir! Wait one moment._ The woman obeyed and Jake sighed impatiently.

_They almost never seem to believe me,_ Jake rolled his eyes. We waited four to five minutes.

_Prime Minister, we have an F.M.P.A. agent who must speak to you._ The woman said.

_Into my office, all of you, accept this young lady here. _The old man who Rosie guessed was the Prime Minister spoke.

_Your honor, she is an important witness with valuable information. I insist you let Mrs. Rosie here in with us. _Jake insisted.

_Mmm, alright Agent Y._ the Minster granted Rosie entry.

_What was so important that you must interrupt the Delegation's session today?_ The Prime Minister sat done pointing to four other chairs along his desk.

_Layla __Aronson __is stuck in the laboratory on a vessel bound for Rongelap Atoll with humans aboard, luckily I escaped with my life but she didn't your honor. _Rosie finished explaining the situation in detail four minutes later to the Prime Minister who's facial expression showed great worry.

_When did she reportedly go missing?_ The Minster interrogated.

_Yesterday, between 4-6 PM._ Kara spoke up.

_Alright, the course of action we must take is too ready a Search and Rescue Party from the F.M.P.A. and go to the approximate location of this vessel. And do whatever it takes to rescue Layla Aronson. I wish you the best of luck agents._ The Minster bid us.

_At_Johnston_Atoll_seven_hours_earlier._

"By Golly here we are! Look at Johnston Atoll in all her beauty!" Russ savored the bird's eye view of the atoll.

"It looks WAY less populated than Kauai, I say." Amy took in the view.

"Let's go in for the landing!" Russ increased the throttle coming up on the landing strip.

"Yeah! Whoo!" Russ was again thrilled as he put the wheels out.

"Aaaaaaannd touch down!" Russ yelled enthusiastically.

"You are quite a card, Russ," Amy smiled and rolled her eyes.

"And now we taxi," Russ eased the throttle and put on the breaks.

"Only one thousand six hundred more miles to our destination," Amy sighed.

"Ahh, hang in there Amy this will be a long trip, but I think I have a solution to get there even quicker. We could rent a decently sized sea plane (you know the ones that can land on water) from a friend of mine on this island. It's over half the size of this thing and can go pretty long distances." Russ purposed.

"You know a guy with a sea plane, huh?" Amy sounded interested.

"Oh, yeah I know this guy from the Gulf War, he and I are good old friends." Russ slightly smiled at the thought.

"Okay, let's go speak to this guy." Amy followed Russ out of the cockpit and onto the concrete.

"Here is your luggage." Russ gently tossed Amy's small bag down from back of the tiny cabin expecting her to catch it, and he grabbed his own with extra care.

"Let's go." Russ locked up his plane.

"So you are allowed to keep your plane here?" Amy quired.

"Yeah, since I am a veteran and all." Russ waved to the watch tower as if it were his friend.

"You know people in the watch tower too?" Amy interrogated.

"Sure, I am here very often." Russ answered.

"Cool, would we catch a Taxi or is the island to small for that?" Amy asked.

"No, I will contact for my friend here on the Naval Base to come for us. It is tradition that we always meet for dinner when I come here." Russ informed Amy, she nodded. Russ took out a flip phone and dialed his buddy's number.

"Hey Tim! I am in town; can you come and get a lady and me from the airport?" Russ requested.

"Ah you're awesome! Thanks, see you soon." Russ closed his phone.

"He says he's two minutes away, this way to the parking lot." Russ beckoned Amy.

"Tim! How is my old friend?" Russ greeted Tim with a firm hand-shake and man hug.

"Same as always, you know," Tim helped the two put their belongings in the trunk.

"You are?" Tim extended his hand to Amy.

"Amy, pleasure to meet you." Amy smiled.

"Same, I am Tim," he smiled too. His demeanor gave off an easy-going fellow, he wore a Hawaiian shirt with Bermudas, he was at age fifty-one. He was definitely your average "go-with-the-flow" islander who was always laughing and cheerful.

"So I was thinking my house for supper tonight? How's that?" Tim suggested.

"Good with me," Amy gazed out the window.

"Ah, sure. Usually we go too… Ahh what's the name of that café?" Russ tried to recall.

"Russ there are no cafes on this island, it's only two and half miles long." Tim reminded him.

"That's right! We always eat at your house." Russ finally recollected.

"Senior moment there Russ?" Tim chuckled.

"Yes, I am afraid I am getting to that age." Russ turned red in embarrassment, but he still kept a grin on his face.

"Here's home." Tim's car pulled into his drive way in front of a beach bungalow.

"Whoa, my place in Kauai ain't even as good as this!" Amy was jealous.

"Ahh it's nothing. Seriously, rent is dirt cheap here." Tim admitted.

"Why for something this luxurious?" Amy inquired.

"Why? Well it's WAY off the beaten path, seven hundred miles to be exact. I mean when people think tropical get-away they all flock to Hawaii for real estate. But the prices were so high there I'd take this place here over anything there. I mean who cares if I have to go seven hundred and fifty miles to find real civilization. I am good here, there's a grocery store and a gas station up the street. That's all I need to be happy." Tim smiled contently.

"Besides, Russ usually takes me back to Hawaii every two months or so to Hawaii to visit family and get supplies that I can't get here." Tim explained.

"Come inside, sit down on the sofa you two must be beat." Tim beckoned them in.

"Oh, yes this is nice." Amy kicked back and noticed all the Jimmy Buffet CD's on Tim's coffee table; Russ followed Tim to his small kitchen.

"Let me fix you some fried swordfish, I just caught it fresh today." Tim opened up his freezer and pulled out a couple fillets of swordfish.

"Ooh my favorite!" Russ almost drooled.

"May I have some fresh coconut milk? I've heard it tastes better here than in Kauai." Amy craved coconut meat.

"Yeah, do you know how to cut open coconuts?" Tim asked.

"Oh yeah," Amy replied.

"Good," Tim set a coconut and knife on the counter for Amy to cut. Amy ate the meat right out of the coconut with a spoon thinking of how much Layla loved coconut milk. She couldn't help but think of how nice it would be getting her back finally to do chores. Only if she didn't sell her to the circus for a high price first, a mermaid would be at least worth a quarter of a million dollars.

"This swordfish is exotic, I love it." Amy tasted fried swordfish for the first time.

"Thanks, can I get you a margarita?" Tim questioned.

"Ah no, I am good thanks." Amy turned down the alcohol.

"Yes, you make the best margaritas around!" Russ complimented Tim.

"You are just too kind," Tim stood up to make some margaritas.

"So you two are here, and why?" Tim inquired.

"We're headed to Rongelap Atoll for…" and so Amy gave her typical rant on Layla's disappearance and her conspiracy theories of how her daughter is a mermaid over dinner.

"I see," Tim did not believe Amy's story. And out of concern for Russ, that Amy might be taking advantage of him he had a chat with just Russ.

"But Tim, she's got pictures." Russ tried to win Tim over to belief.

"Those could be fakes, who know where she got those photos. She's physcotic!" Tim told Russ.

"Right, you have a good point." Russ frowned. _Man, _he thought,_ I am so gullible. _

"Well between you and me, Ima' keep doing it for the money." Russ confided with a grin.

"She'll pay you back in full for your services?" Tim doubted.

"Heck, yeah," Russ pulled out Amy's check she'd written him, "Look!" Tim half-grinned.

"You're a clever fellow."

"That's not all Tim; she wants to rent your sea plane to use." Russ smiled even wider.

"Really, okay then. I'll give her deal she'll someday regret." Tim chuckled softly.

Tim walked back inside to the table from outside, Russ behind.

"We just were discussing flight arrangements, and the sea plane will be yours for eleven hundred a day, and if you bargain with anyone else on the island here their lowest rate would be eighteen hundred a day. That means you my lady are snagging the best price around." Tim and Amy shook one it. Truthfully, the lowest bargain on the island was four hundred dollars a day to rent a sea plane. Amy was being ripped off very unfairly.

"I am beat, and we'll leave as the first ray of sunlight peaks over that ocean blue horizon." Amy stared menacingly off into the sea from the open window of Tim's beach bungalow where she spent the night.
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Chapter 16: Layla's Last Hope

"Grew up in a small town

And when the rain would fall down

I'd just stare out my window

Dreamin' of what could be

And if I'd end up happy

I would pray

Trying hard to reach out

But when I tried to speak out

Felt like no one could hear me..."

My eyes opened slightly adjusted to the light arising from slumber. I heard a song blare from another part of the boat (maybe Stephanie's living space) that I had heard once before. In fact the lyrics are very well-known to me, but I can't remember the artist or title of this song. So I listened on to see if I could possibly recall anything.

"Wanted to belong here

But something felt so wrong here

So I'd pray

I could breakaway…"

Of course, "Breakaway" by Kelly Clarkson!

"I'll spread my wings and I'll learn how to fly

I'll do what it takes 'til I touch the sky

I'll make a wish, take a chance, make a change

And breakaway

Out of the darkness and into the sun

But I won't forget all the ones that I love

I'll take a risk, take a chance, make a change

And breakaway.."

I love this song with all my heart; it always filled me with hope of a good future. And today a new hope to get out of this horror story! I used to play it when I was down about Amy giving me trouble for not "meeting the quota on enough chores for one day." There were days all too often I was assigned cleaning the whole condo (which meant not one speck of dirt or grime), washing Amy's stingy laundry that just reeked, plus cooking just about every meal. Of course Amy wasn't always in the most pleasant mood either, she absolutely loathed her job as a cashier clerk at Wal-Mart. She found no satisfaction in her life it seemed and never had joy. Now the detestable thought of her really put me in an irritable state, so I ceased dwelling on those terrible memories.

"Good morning! Or is it to early still? Dr. Williams hasn't awoken yet so your mine for the next hour!" Dr. Reflech connived with cheer.

"No! Please, one more hour of sleep!" I begged with sort of moaning tone in my voice.

"UP NOW!" Dr. Reflech roared loudly.

"I insist that I have what I want! If you don't obey, the end of your life is one lethal injection away!" I stared at Dr. Reflech through my hazy vision; he was quite serious because he picked up syringe. Man was I tired of those things; they were just so unfair! I had no other way out, I had to obey because if I didn't then I lost all my remaining hope of ever escaping. I forced myself to my feet.

"Thank you; now come to the tank room! I want to stimulate…." And on Dr. Reflech went with his Ph.d medical terminology that I could not make sense of. He hurried me to where we'd been yesterday (just about all day), and then pointed to the steps to the tank entrance. He made me climb the steps in; I of course was a mermaid once again. He was still awed by my metamorphosis, I clearly thought nothing of it.

"That is truly beautiful," I saw Dr. Refelch mouth the words through the tank glass; I am good at reading lips. He stood in there a while staring, then moved on to what he harried me out of sleep for.

I closed my eyes restfully; the water soothed me as I just bobbed. I was day dreaming about drifting on the currents until a pound on the glass startled me. Dr. Reflech made the "I am watching you" gesture with his right hand.

"No sleeping in the tank, you must stay alert for me!" Dr. Reflech said through a microphone that spoke into the tank.

_Rosie, if you hear me. Please come for me. I am alive._ I rang out, now I am beginning to wonder just how far my telepathy can be picked up from. From anywhere on the globe? Just within a mile radius? I wish I could go back in time and ask Linda.

_In___Urbs_in_mare._

_Okay Gang, we need to head to F.M.P.A. H.Q., there we can contact more agents to help us._Jake directed.

Jake guided the others in the direction of the H.Q. Rosie was mesmerized by the marvelous city in front of her eyes, she saturated up every detail.

_Bonus dies ego enim de tescionotificenturagentia hoc exigitur a materiaconsilii_, Jake conversed with appointed administrator at the front desk in Latin.

_Good day, I am here for some of the agents which I am sure that you were notified of this exigent matter of by the Delgation._ Linda translated for Rosie.

_Sedplura, quam appellant phoned ipsorumadventus in hora exspectaretu. _The administrator replied.

_Yes, we have phoned several agents on call, their arrival should be expected within the hour,_

Linda put the administrator's reply into English for Rosie.

_Magna, _Jake smiled contently with confidence.

_Great, _Linda translated again.

_Is Latin the formal language mers use for business?_ Rosie interrogated.

_Yes, for just about everything in government, but certain matters vary. F.M.P.A agents most often discourse in Latin to protect secrecy of important confidential affairs._ Jake seated himself on a green upholstered chair provided.

_Why did you speak to the Prime Minister in English?_ Rosie inquired.

_He understands with a business affair of utmost importance and to accommodate you. _Kara explained staring at the ground flicking her fluke with impatience to ease her nerves while she waited for agents to assemble.

_Miriam! I haven't seen you since high school, how is my best gal pal doing!? _Kara greeted a mermaid about her own age with long strawberry blonde wringlets that fell to her waist where her dark peachy-pink scales of her tail with a tinge of yellowmet her skin. Miriam carried a satchel with a tablet and papers inside.

_You mean Agent E.? Right?_ Miriam chuckled hugging Kara as if she were a long lost sister.

_I have missed you so much through the years! _Agent E. grinned wide.

_Linda! Oh my gosh! _Miriam gaped.

_Give yo' sister a big hug! _Linda threw out her arms to receive Miriam, who thrust herself on Linda.

_Ah, the three musketeers. I remember those glory days in high school then on to F.M.P.A. training. You three stuck together like a trio, inextricable you three were and still are._Jake smiled sharing this warm moment.

_Jake, my big brother!_ Miriam high-fived Jake then hugged him.

_Hello, I am Rosie. _Rosie stood at a distance waving.

_I am Miriam! Nice to meet you! _Miriam approached Rosie and hugged her. Rosie was expecting a hand-shake but she gingerly accepted the hug.

_You guys are all about hugs,_ Rosie noticed.

_Oh yeah, all the time!_ Miriam agreed.

_Jake! My man!_ A merman an inch taller than Jake saw Jake upon entrance into H.Q.

_Ah, this so cool to see you guys again! _The guy said, he had a silver-grey tail and clutched a brief case around his arm.

_Same James! _Jake gave James a man hug. Everyone exchanged hugs and high-fives, Rosie trying not to be left out of it all.

_That's Rosie, _Miriam pointed out to James.

_Why hello, _James gave Rosie a hand to shake.

_Hi, _Rosie spoke softly in a meek, timid way.

_No more time for chit chat and exchanging of friendly gestures. We have a mermaid being held in captivity by humans on a vessel bound for Rongelap Atoll! I know that all you know were given a report of these things before you arrived, but on the way out of__ Urbs in mare__ I will give you more instruction and details. I hope you are prepared because we may just be detailing with O.L.B._ Jake led the group out the door and up to a current out of the city.

_What's O.L.B.? _Rosie questioned.

_Another way to say we may have some business to do on land. _Linda clarified.

_Rosie, I need you to recall the exact coordinates of the vessel you escaped. _James pressured Rosie as clicked stuff and typed on a laptop (of course in water proof casing) strapped to his chest.

_I remember swimming west about maybe one hundred thirty miles when I found Jake, Linda, and Kara. I can't give you exact coordinates, but I can give you an estimate of where I think the vessel is_ Rosie thought.

_We were seventy-five miles out from the coast when we saw Rosie. _Jake added.

_We should swim west from the direction I came before I saw you, Jake._Rosie advised.

_We won't need to do that because we can just teleport there, _Miriam pulled out her tablet (water proof casing) and started touching things on its screen which made it project a hologram of where they were on planet Earth.

_As you all see, we are here in the Pacific Ocean six hundred miles from the Australian coast. Right above __Urbs in mare__. Let's see, one hundred thirty miles plus seventy-five miles equals two hundred and five miles from the coast. Two hundred and five miles from the Australian coast should land us right in the general area Rosie remembers the vessel to be in._

_Great, let's get a move on then! _Miriam pulled out her oyster from her satchel, uttered a word in Latin to open it and pulled out her yellowpuffer fish totem embedded with citrine.

_I am going to need someone else to chant the teleportation spell with me so we can open a portal long enough for us all as a big group to swim through;_ Miriam looked around at the others.

_I'll do it,_ Rosie volunteered, _I know the spell._

_But you don't have a totem yet honey, _Kara reminded Rosie.

_She can use mine,_ Linda handed Rosie her totem smiling.

_Thanks!_ Rosie clutched Linda's totem with care.

_Oh, deep waters of every ocean and sea,_

_Open a portal __two hundred and five miles from the Australian coast__ for me._

Rosie repeated after Miriam, thus a yellow light flashed and out came a swirling vortex that was a portal.

_Everyone in! _James called out.

_WEEEEEE!_ Rosie was first to zoom through the portal, the others following.

_Now we begin our search, we'll meet here again in forty-five minutes after we have searched within this twenty miles radius. Kara,Miriam, Rosie, and Linda, search ten miles north and west. James and I will take ten miles south and east. Use your sonar systems on your tablets, it will help immensely. _Jake instructed the others.

_Legit, be back at forty-five minutes sharp to report your findings. _Kara turned and headed the other direction leading the way for the girls.

_Approx._seven_hundred_and_thirty_miles_out_from_Johnston_Atoll_on_open_sea._

Russ circled down out of the sky and came to a landing over some shallow waters of the most rural parts in the Pacific Ocean. Here Amy and Russ would take an hour stop, fuel up the Dehavill and Otter sea plane and then keep going seven hundred and thirty more miles, and finally stop for the night (that's sixteen hours a day of flying) Russ was pretty thankful for auto pilot. The next day they'd go the remaining eight hundred and fifty miles (taking two more pit stops to fuel) to Taogni Atoll where Amy and Russ could buy more supplies and plane fuel and spend the night. From Taogni toRongelap Atoll it was foundred and forty miles to Rongelap (about thirteen hours of flight), that meant that Amy could be at Rongelap within two days!

Amy sighed, "This is gonna be a long two days of flying to Rongelap Atoll."

"Nah, I have flown across the Pacific Ocean in a week to see my family in Australia." Russ sat up too land the plane.

"It's a good thing for you that there's wifi on this plane. If you want the password it is written on the side of the router so you can get your internet." Russ spat at Amy.

"Thanks why are you so against internet?" Amy couldn't help but giggle.

"Ah, it's just a bunch of bah humbug really. I don't get it! Now everyone's using it mindlessly as if there is nothing better to do with their time." Russ eased the plane to a stop in the water.

"You speak truth about many youth now-a-day, but I almost sure that one day they will grow bored of computers and move on and use it less and less. I always told Layla to stop mindlessly using the computer everyday because all she'd ever do is go on YouTube all day instead of doing her chores." Amy agreed telling Russ a lie about Layla. In all actuality Layla would use the computer for only up to two hours a day because she was always consumed with chores and different domestic tasks.

"Prime example right there." Russ rolled his eyes.

"Yup," Amy turned around facing the window.

"Say? Can I get out and go outside? The water only looks a foot or two deep." Amy yearned to put her feet in such shallow, beautiful water.

"Sure, go right ahead," Russ said. Amy kicked of her green flip flops and threw open the cockpit door jumping into the sea that came up a little above her ankles.

"Wow this a very neat experience," Amy looked around her, water spanning for miles and miles. Gazing up at the partially cloud-filled sky she saw the sun at the middle of the sky and knew that it was just around noon.

"Isn't it just? I would love to go out too, but I must take a cat nap because I am growing weary. Wake me up in an hour to fill the tank so we can depart." Russ responded as he closed his eyes, yawned, and conked out.

"Very well," Amy trod through the shallow waters, and eventually came to a deep coral reef. Feeling compelled to check it out, she went back to the plane for her bathing suit and goggles, changed behind the plane then explored the reefs for awhile then woke Russ who filled the tank with fuel and they were off.
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Chapter 17: Puzzle Pieces Falling Into Place

"What is happening here?!" I heard a voice shout (Dr. Reflech, accidently left the tank mic. on so I could hear outside).

"I am just-" Dr. Reflech stopped.

"Defying my orders, that's what you are just doing!" The Doctor stormed in swinging his fists at his side as he strode, his lab coat adding that aggressive flare.

"I am the head doctor on this vessel, and I only requested one thing. Oh, just one measly thing! But no, you chose disobedience over obedience!" Dr Williams.

"Sir, I was only prepping our _" Dr. Reflech tried to settle Dr. Williams down.

"No! Anything and everything is done under my authority in this lab. Control your curiosity, and don't call me sir. My title is respectfully Dr. Williams; doctor in marine sciences!" Dr. Williams reacted.

"Dr. Williams, I esteem you highly as lead researcher aboard this boat. Mind you, you mustn't forget that we were once pupils of the same professor." Dr. Reflech dared counterattack.

"Pah, yeah but your forgetting that I went through postdoctoral school," Dr. Williams grinned.

"Oh yeah," Dr. Reflech recalled nodding.

"Now back away, and let the pro take over with his skills he learned from postdoctoral school!" Dr. Williams boasted brushing past Reflech to the tank and stared into my eyes. I didn't cower; instead I gave a look of hostility. He stared long and hard; merciless. I supposed he was trying to get me to look away as a sign of his supremacy, similar to how a wolf joins a pack. The wondering wolf wishing to join the pack must admit superiority through lying on its back in vulnerable position to the alpha male. But of course I didn't want to give the doctor his way, so I kept on staring back. BANG! The doctor finally pounded on the glass, making me flinch. He laughed at me. Ah whatever, by now I am used to the scorn. Dr. Reflech noticed that the tank microphone was still on and turned it off. He hoped that that Dr. Williams didn't notice, and he never really did.

"Get her some breakfast," Dr. Williams mouthed eyed me over noticing my exposed rib bones poking up from my emaciated body; I had only eaten one meal for the last two days. Knowing myself, I know my body has low tolerance for eating skimpily particularly because as a mermaid you burn insane amounts of calories swimming or doing any extensive activities that require large amounts of energy. The stupid things is the scientists had me doing activities that took everything out of me. This one meal meant everything to me; I hoped that it would be substantial.

"Yes," Dr. Reflech was off to find Stephanie.

Dr. Williams stepped up to the tank microphone and picked it up.

"Today I was browsing the news channel and saw this report on headlines of Yahoo News." Dr. Williams turned to the computer monitor, he typed something and clicked. He then turned the monitor to my direction so I could see the screen.

"Now, if you want your meal than you have to tell me if you recognize this woman." Dr. Williams enlarged a photo of Amy. I wondered if it would potentially be dangerous to say yes, I shook my head and lied.

"Are you sure? The headline reads 'Hawaiian woman claims her daughter is a mermaid.' " That sure looks like it could be your Mom." Dr. Williams chuckled. I nodded putting on my best confused face.

"If you're lying say so now. I have already contacted this woman, so we'll know soon enough." Dr. Williams said with an eerie twinkle in his left eye. Gulp, I hoped Amy wasn't truly was on her way.

_Hurry up Rosie!_ I called to probably to empty waters. I didn't know how much more I could play this game of trying to stay alive; all I knew is that I couldn't give up.

Dr. Williams stood up and walked over to an intercom and spoke into it. A minute later, a dude two inches taller than the doctor came to the tank room standing at attention. Dr. Williams had his back to me so I had no idea what he was saying. The guy nodded and turned his attention at me and stopped to stare for awhile looking my tail over, then persisting in his task whatever that was. He moved to the control panel near the tank, pressed buttons, and sat and watched me. The ocean water in the tank (which I guess was pumped from outside the vessel) drained slowly, the water dragging me to the bottom of the tank until completely empty. There I sat, at the bottom waiting for the seal to be disengaged so I could open the hatch and crawl out onto the mat. I was pleased to finally be getting food into my system.

_On_Taogni_Atoll,_late_afternoon_ almost_evening_(day_before)._

"Whoo ,what a long trip," Amy Yawned and then stretched after climbing out of the cockpit.

"Time to go get me some fried mauimaui!" Russ jumped out of the cockpit.

"Yes!" Amy agreed happy to be making progress.

"Let's go get hotel rooms first though." Amy received her suitcase from Russ and pulled it into the terminal.

At the Swordfish Cafe…

"So how'd we get here a day early?" Amy thought through the trip and all the calculations.

"Yes, we were supposed get here tomorrow morning early, but I figured we could get her even faster if I just kept going instead of stopping for the night. You weren't awake so I just thought it better to keep moving so thanks to autopilot, we got here more or less tweleve to fourteen hours early." Russ explained.

"Ok," Amy said making sense of it all. Suddenly Amy's phone vibrated wildly in her pocket, feeling it, she answered.

"Hello?"

"I have information on your daughter's disappearance." The gruff voice said.

"Yes?" Amy's eyes got huge.

"Come to these approximate coordinates, Latitude: 28°00′00″ S  
>Longitude: 153°25′59″E<p>

"What?" the line went dead, Amy pressed 'end'.

"Russ! Do you know longitude and latitude?" Amy scrounged in her purse for a map and pen to write down the coordinates on a napkin.

"Yes, I do actually." Russ looked up from his mauimaui.

"Good I need you to look up these coordinates." Amy pushed the napkin with the coordinates and the map toward him.

"Sure," Russ pushed aside his plate. He traced his figure over the map of the Pacific Ocean until had his finger over to the Gold Coast of Australia. Amy grinned wide with vengeance, but this time she'd have to go further for it.

"There, we must go there tonight." Amy demanded sipping some coffee.

"But shouldn't we rest? I am extremely tired, besides that's another three to five day journey by our small plane." Russ reminded Amy.

"No, the sooner we get there the better, the call I just received was from people who have information on Layla." Amy's eyes were full determination to get her way; she wouldn't let Russ refuse her.

"I am so sorry, I can't take you. It'd be dangerous at night," Russ refused.

"You'd better go to the airport and get a plane there yourself." Russ finished his mauimaui laid money on the table and stood up.

"With all due respect Amy, you're a great woman but this trip just seems to be a waste of time, a waste of resources, and heck, just a wild goose chase. I can no longer be your pilot, I resign. Thank you." Russ said respectfully and casually walked off.

Amy stood there in utter shock, totally dismayed. She'd come this far only now to be on her own. In the next course of action she went to the privacy of her hotel room and got on the web via her laptop, and bought a plane ticket to Brisbane, Australia from the next island over on Wake Island with an airport. The flight left in five hours, so Amy agreed to hire a pilot to get her there in time.

"Can we leave now, ah Aata?" Amy pointed to the plane.

"Yeah," Aata flipped through the wad of American dollars she'd given him; a random man off the street who played steel drums and claimed that he could fly her to Wake Island for super cheap. Amy was pretty desperate so she checked out of her hotel room, and went and boarded a plane to Wake Island. There she caught a jumbo jet packed full, bound for Brisbane.

_Two_hundred_and_five _miles_off_the_Gold_Coast_of_Australia._

"What's your name?" the guy questioned me. I looked up into his face; I thought he was like the others who didn't care.

"Does my name matter to you?" I just couldn't help but speak, staying silent would've only made him probably threaten to hurt me.

"Yes, because I asked. I am Daniel if you care to know."

"Sasha," I gave my 'name.'

"Do you live with other mermaids?" Daniel asked.

"I can't say," I hoped he'd understand.

"All your secrets are in the light, you may as well just say." Daniel tried reasoning with me. I shook my head and crossed my arms.

"You are really fine to tell me, you know. I'd never say anything to Williams or Reflech, they're rude to everyone in the crew." Daniel whispered.

"No, really I hoped you'd just respect my secrecy." I looked down.

"I'm sorry; I know everyone's been pestering you. I suppose I am just another awful human with no sense of good, right?" Daniel replied, he'd gotten my attention.

"You think you really understand a mermaid, do you?" I bet.

"No, but just with a little empathy I can understand that the last two days have just been the most dreadful for you." Daniel actually understood.

"If you had all the empathy in the world, I am still not going to tell you." I couldn't possibly, I swore an oath of secrecy to my fellow mers. Giving one thing away would be betrayal.

"Ok," Daniel got up and left the room, with Stephanie entering after his departure. She carried a tray with water, an orange, oatmeal, and two measly buttered pieces of toast.

"You better eat before Dr. Wonderful and Dr. Roses come back." Stephanie said sarcastically. I ate the orange ravenously because I was starving, LITERALLY.

"Thank you, you have no idea how grateful I am." I thanked Stephanie who nodded and was out of the room before I could utter another word. A minute later, I heard storming steps from just beyond the door from where I sat eating on the floor. I could tell it was Dr. Williams.

"Guess who's coming here this way?" he burst through the door with excitement. I frowned; I know exactly who he meant.

"You know you're a terrible liar, if you are going to lie make sure you get away with it." Dr. Reflech shook his head to shame me as he entered behind the Doctor.

"I agree. Enjoy your food and eat it all because that's all you're getting. Besides, just face it, your death is near." Dr. Williams spat at me heartlessly. The Doctors rolled their eyes simultaneously and walked out. I closed my eyes. I'd just gotten to the end of it all, and everything seemed hopeless and full of despair. Tears just came naturally and I let them.

_Layla, we're here._I heard a telepathic voice.

_Linda?!_I stopped myself.

_Yes, it's me Layla!_

_And me, Kara!_

_I am here too! I'd never leave you to die Layla._Rosie chimed in with all her cheer. All these familiar voices talking to me warmed my heart.

_Ah, you guys, I love you too!__ I felt all warm and fuzzy inside._

_What about Jake? Where's he at?!_I demanded information.

_He's not with us, he's with James looking for you. But we're going to tell them we found you._An unfamiliar voice spoke up.

_Who's that? Who's James?_I inquired.

_I am Miriam, he'll introduce myself later. Right now all you need to do is stay alive one more day._The voice told me.

_Very well, I will. I beg you though; my strength is weakening, hurry._I wiped my eyes dry, and looked up with confidence because I knew my help was on the way.
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Chapter 18: The Rescue

"Passengers, we are now landing in Brisbane, Australia. It is a clear, beautiful day. Please wait to unbuckle your seat belts until we have reached the gate and turned off the seat belt sign. Thank you for flying Hawaiian Airlines." The pilot thanked the passengers from over the intercom arousing Amy from sleep. She blinked twice and started to organize her bag and put away her neck pillow. Amy was tired of flying; she was glad she'd finely made it well rested and full of energy too. Upon exiting the plane into the terminal, she rushed to baggage claim. There she gathered her suitcase and exited to the street to hail a taxi…

"Hello sir, where can I get a boat to take me too certain location?"

"Ahh, you mean to hire a personal boater? That's not really a service here in Brisbane I am afraid Ma'am." The cab driver said confused.

"Fine, just take me to the Docks just south of here please." Amy ordered, she knew she could bargain with someone at the docks to get her to those coordinates despite what the cab driver said. She'd been doing it for the past week on her seemingly endless search for Layla's location, but she knew that she'd nailed it now.

"Okay," the cab driver drove seventeen minutes to Port Drive and dumped off Amy with her stuff.

"Thank you, ah, Brad," Amy said reading the nametag of the taxi driver, and handed him money. He drove off with a look of amusement as if Amy was clueless about these parts, and she was. But she knew how to get her way and didn't have thought to whatever people thought of her.

Amy walked along the dock with her bags and came to a fishing boat with a young strapping fellow.

"Ah, hello? Sir?" she caught the guy's attention.

"Would you be willing to take me to ah, a place?" she pulled out her map marked with the coordinates and pointed.

"Ahh, sorry Ma'am, no." he turned away.

"I will pay you; a decent sum of money too! If you want I can bargain." Amy offered.

"How much?" the guy crossed his arms.

"Oh more than enough," Amy fanned out the wad of cash she had.

"My," The man was confounded, "I'll do it by the hour."

"Done deal," Amy boarded the boat handing the man some money. Her weapon of bribery worked as usual.

_Two_hundred_and_five_miles_off_the_Gold_Coast_of_Australia._

I sighed so relieved to hear the calming voices in my head that meant my fellow mers were near to my rescue. I of course didn't neglect my food to get cold; oh, I did just the opposite. I gobbled it down as I lay there growing my human legs again. When finished I dropped the trey with a CLANK and fell over on my stomach. My sore muscles seemed to moan as I turned because of all the aches around my body. If I was gonna make my great escape, I had to conjure my energy from within and clear my mind and go when a I was given the cue. Boisterous laughter came from beyond the tank room doors, it most certainly belonged to Dr. Reflech who soon came back in the room accompanied with the other sun-shiny face of Dr. Williams who too chuckled at some joke that I wouldn't get.

"You truly are a wizard of wit," Dr. Williams complimented.

"Thanks," Dr. Reflech replied still in a whirlwind of deep laughter.

Dr. Williams sighed and met my weary eyes; "You lazy hippopotamus, get up." I obeyed; standing up couldn't be that hard, I hoped.

"Now, for the remainder of today I want respect which means no snarky comments or lies." Dr. Williams eyed my limp body over.

"If you should let any utterance of impudent words come from your mouth, you can expect the worst of consequences. And as always, only speak when spoken to if an answer is expected and do as commanded." Dr. Williams pointed a stern figure with a hand behind his back.

"Nod so that I know you understand." Dr. Williams crossed his arms, I nodded slowly.

"Nice," he grinned, "I expect only the best for behavior."

"Dr. Reflech and I have agreed to split the day in half so each of us will get equal observation time. He gets to have you for a few more hours then we'll switch off." Dr. Williams continued then nodded smiling at Dr. Reflech leaving the room.

"Yay! You're mine." Dr. Reflech rubbed his hands together.

"Let me lead you to our next stage of experimentation this morning." Dr. Williams walked with a skip in his step as I trailed behind. I only had to do this a few more hours.

_Mere_miles_from_Layla's_vessel._

_JAKE, JAMES CODE E.M.U.! _Kara alarmed the others in the group.

"**RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGG!" **Linda screeched.

_What's code emu?_ Rosie asked sticking her figures in her ears.

_Emergency meet up, keep your ears covered I am going to ring some more. _Linda explained.

_We're fast approaching! _James' voice drew nearer with each word.

_You found Layla? What's the plan of action?_ Jake was trailing James by two strokes, he was already thinking about the plan.

_Do we break into the vessel and kidnap Layla? _Rosie thought.

_That's essentially what we're going to do, _Miriam stated.

_What if we had Rosie pretend to recue Layla while we break in from the back, get Layla, and make a run. _Kara suggested her idea.

_Then that puts poor Rosie in danger and we don't need that, _Miriam turned down Kara's idea.

_How about before constructing a plan, we ask Layla how many people are aboard the vessel. _Jake proposed.

_From what I can recollect, there were two doctors and three others on the boat that makes their numbers five. They don't know how to fight, all they know how to do is to inject you with a syringe and sedate you._ Rosie chuckled at the thought.

_But we have an army of five, and we're all trained except Rosie. Fending them off isn't hard._ James joined in.

_Yeah, but we have fins, not feet. This is an obvious problem everyone, we can't just teleport onboard with tails and save the day. We have to have legs to fight humans. _Linda reminded the gang.

_Let's just cast a spell for instant transformation and fight them. Those scientists already know A LOT about mers because for the past two days they have been studying Layla and Rosie. Won't we already have to cast the memory loss spell? _Kara threw in another idea.

_Kara you know what happened last time we used magic!_ Linda gave Kara a look.

_Linda, don't give me that! Right now is an emergency, we need to use enchantment at our advantage. Besides, they'll all forget after it's all over._ Kara sassed.

_Linda, Kara is right. Magic is our best weapon as of now._ James agreed.

_See even James agrees, my point proven!_ Kara put her hands on her hips; Linda rolled her eyes at Kara's immature reaction. In Linda's mind, Kara had never really grown up.

_Great ideas! We cast the 'instant legs' spell, teleport on the boat deck, fight off the scientists, get Layla, and wipe everyone's' memory clean. Genius!" Jake spoke the plan._

_Yes, but there's more planning than that, _Miriam spoke up.

_Yes, like fight strategies and who does what; that's the simple part. _James assured.

_Jake, James, and I will fight off the scientists._ Miriam grinned cracking her knuckles intimidatingly.

_Yes! That's the fun part! _James cheered.

_Great, Rosie, Kara, and I will get Layla, _Linda volunteered the others.

_Yes, but we need one other fighter to back us up._ James requested.

_I will, _Kara stuck up her hand.

_Is our plan final? Anyone confused or have anything to say?_ Jake asked everyone.

_And if it fails? We need back up, in fact several back up plans are good._ Rosie advised.

_Oh yeah, that's good to have too. If we all end up sedated we'll just call the Mermish Delegation for reinforcements. But if only two of us should be sedated, we'll go back for you. We can't leave anyone behind. Got it? _Jake clarified.

_Yup!_

_Yes!_

_Oh yeah!_

_Si!_

_Easy peasy!_

_Fantastic, _Jake smiled at the reassuring replies and the optimistic attitudes of his group_._

_I hoped you heard that Layla, we've got a full-proof plan to rescue you! _Rosie thought.

_On_the_boat._

"Oh, your brain frequency readings seem to be off the charts! What are you thinking about?" Dr. Reflech gaped. I shrugged ignoring the many cords that Stephanie had stuck on my head. I tried to be happy at the plan of action I'd just heard, it sounded reassuring.

"Why are you smiling? I thought you hated this!" Dr. Reflech looked at my facial expression.

"She won't be smiling for long when she finds out who's here," Dr. Williams smirked stepping in the room.

"What?" Dr. Reflech was confused. But I knew exactly who the Doctor meant.

"Layla's in here?" A familiar female voice came from the hall. Yup, it's Amy. I saw her come in, then stop and stare for a minute straight. I sighed rolling my eyes. Her arrival wasn't a surprise to me; more like it was a surprise to her.  
>"How did this…" Amy was too dumbfounded to speak.<p>

"When we get back to Hawaii, there's gonna be a world of hurt." Amy gritted her teeth.

"There already is," I smiled and laughed.

"Wait? Who said anything about returning to Hawaii? Don't you know we're going to dissect her?" Dr. Williams queried.

"Hmm, dissect her? Really? Why not sell her to the circus, we'd be wealthy for the rest of our lives!" Amy thought of the possibility of never-ending riches.

"Then I wouldn't need to have you to do the chores, why I'd just hire people to do it." Amy connived.

"But Doctor, you promised me dissections!" Dr Reflech whined.

"I didn't say we were going with her suggestion. But, I know who we could sell her too and make even greater profit. But we won't have any of that." Dr. Williams spoke.

"She's my daughter!" Amy shouted possessively.

"More like your slave," I added laughing even harder.

"Daniel, Stephanie! Please remove Amy from our presence she's too much of a disturbance." Dr. Williams chuckled.

"I have her adoption papers right here, on top of that I can have you arrested for kidnapping!" Amy protested holding up papers from within her bag. Stephanie and Daniel came in and picked up Amy and carried her away. Her fighting was useless.

"Whoo, now that's settled. Go back to what you were doing Doctor." Dr. Williams stepped out of the room clutching his lab coat nervously.

"Really, ah, Layla, tell me what's going on in your mind." Dr. Reflech demanded.

"Just my thoughts," I answered.

"Those are more than thoughts," Dr. Reflech stuck up an eyebrow at my brain activity displayed on the monitor.

"Aaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh!" We both heard Stephanie scream and men shout from outside.

_Layla we're here!_ Rosie trilled, my brain waves fluctuated.

" #*&!" Dr. Reflech cursed and stared at me (it's so bad that I won't repeat the vulgar word).

"What? I am just thinking." I giggled.

"Layla!" Rosie burst through the double doors.

"Telepathy! That's incredible." Dr. Reflech looked over at Rosie and me.

"And he's completely oblivious to the fact that he's being attacked?" Rosie said.

"Yup, guess so," I giggled uncontrollably, "these scientists will never just comprehend us mermaids."

"I am here to get you Layla!" Linda opened the door casually.

"Pah, after you come through me." Dr. Reflech loaded a syringe and came at Linda. Dr. Reflech grabbed Linda in a headlock, but she clenched his face with her hand and pushed him back with all her might. Dr. Reflech stumbled allowing Amy to get up and strike his pressure point at the back of his head and knock him out.

"Pressure points, gotta love'em. They get the job done." Linda smiled with her hands smoothing out her hair.

"Oh, Layla here's your totem." Linda reached in her pocket and pulled out my oyster. I snatched it up and mumbled my word (I can't tell you, sorry) and it opened in response. I quickly secured it around my neck were it belonged.

"I need to go back up the others. Rosie, go with Layla just jump into the water. She's too weak to fight and you don't have enough training." Linda instructed.

I nodded walking weakly to the deck opposite all the fighting and took the plunge, two seconds later I heard Rosie's splash.

Linda and the others fought like bulls winning. Stephanie had already been knocked out. The four remaining opponents fought hard. Even Daniel, my trust in him would've been a mistake after all, but it wasn't enough against Jake, James, and Miriam who fought hardest. Seeing all the commotion, some others guys from a neighboring boat jumped on and started throwing punches at James and Jake who were our strongest fighters. They were dodging quite a lot, but no enough. James and Jake were soon outnumbered by three guys from the other boat plus Daniel and Dr. Williams. Miriam tried to take on a guy but was soon flipped over on her back. Kara rushed to her aid, but she was obviously done with throwing blows and chanted a spell,

"Perilous waters of the sea,

Rise up, rise up for me.

Create a tsunami!"

Kara raised her arms in unison, her totem radiating beams of white light. The waters stirred and bellowed creating waves so high that they consumed the boat. Rosie and I of course were watching from a distance as if this were a firework show, but ten times better.

"Dang!" Rosie applauded Kara from where she was treading water to stay afloat.

"Talk about a flash flood!" I smirked laughing.

"I know!" Rosie giggled. The waves crashed over the boat deck snatching up everyone with it.

"AAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!" I heard screams.

_Should I summon a powerful storm?_ Kara was grinning from ear to ear falling back in the water with laughter as she sprouted a tail.

_No! That's quite enough and uncalled for too! _Linda rebuked Kara.

_What?! That was helpful for you guys who were losing the fight! _Kara argued.

_No more! We're not trying to drown them!_ Linda demanded.

_Okay, sorry!_ Kara crossed her arms offended.

_Oh, Kara, who taught you that tsunami spell? That was a good idea!_ Miriam praised Kara who blushed and smiled.

_Don't encourage the use of illegal magic! _Linda was in an upheaval.

_There's a difference when we __**need**__ to use it, and when we __**shouldn't**__._ James added.

_This incident was a __**need**_,_ we were fighting a losing battle._ Jake agreed.

_Now we have to drag everyone onto a dry surface and cast the 'forget me' spell, remove all graphic evidence we were here, and leave. _Miriam directed.

_Oh fins and flukes on these mers,_

_Please replace yourself with sturdy feet and stable leg ._Linda spoke a spell for sudden transformation into a human. All of our totems began to illuminate different colors that shined brightly, transfiguring all of us into our human forms (including totem-less Rosie). This magic stuff would never get old; it was so cool every time. Rosie stared at my totem; I could just tell she was hankering to have one.

"Ah don't worry you'll have one soon." I empathized with her. I wish I could let her wear mine for now, but I was afraid in the next moments I would need it direly.

_Let's go gang, we need to finish our job. _Miriam hustled us to join the group.

I peered up above the surface, there I saw all the scientists , researchers, and other people from the neighboring boat (I'd guess that was Amy's way of arriving here) all groping for life jackets and rings buoys thrown out to them by the bystanders on the neighboring boat. Dr. Williams began trying to pull himself up onto the deck of his own flooded vessel; he succeeded on the third try. Although his efforts weren't painless because he slipped and hit his head when trying to get up and walk. I started cackling. I know it wasn't kind, but I couldn't hold it back after all the torture of the past two days.

_Oh, deep waters of every ocean and sea,_

_Open a portal __onto the boat before me _James and Kara opened another portal which we all promptly swam through. Poof! Just as simple as that we were on the deck again in front of doused Dr. Williams. I was grateful for portals; we saved ourselves the pain of potentially slipping like Dr. Williams graceful attempts at climbing on the deck.

"Hello Doctor!" Jake drew a deep breath in and muttered a phrase in Latin. His totem lit up in a golden light; his fingers tensed and a golden orb appeared and he thrusted the orb forward. The orb was aimed at Dr. Williams face; it sent him soaring fifteen feet. He rammed into the wall with an audible, "Oof!"

"This is just like freakin' Dragon Ball Z!" Rosie fangurled.

Dr. Reflech suddenly charged out the door with a loaded-and-ready syringe in hand coming for Jake (so predictable), he must've regained consciousness.

James with his slick moves and skilled technique jumped and did a double round house kick to his face. Dr. Reflech dropped on his face in pain, releasing the syringe from his tight grip.

"Aaaahh!" Dr. Reflech yowled. I turned to look at Dr. Williams, he was silent.

"Deep magic of the sea,

I say to thee, please come,

Obliterate these men of all memory of mer-kind." Miriam lightly touched the head of each doctor. Both fell to floor in a trance-like sleep.

"What did you do?" Rosie inquired.

"It's the 'forget me' spell. When they awaken all the memories of us will be erased, gone forever.

"Cool!" I was awed.

"Yeah," she said.

"Now for the fun stuff!" Kara ran inside to the lab. Rosie and I did the same, she started rummaging through file cabinets digging through heaps of damp papers laying around and just clearing them all to the floor. I stared confused.

"Clear every research paper on mermaids onto the floor of this boat!" Kara yelled at everyone.

"Okay," Rosie yanked open a cabinet and pulling out all papers.

"Wait guys! What about the other people on the other boat!? Hurry before they call the coast guard or something!" Linda warned us.

"Crud!" Jake remembered, he sprinted out and dove into the water. Kara raced after him. Miriam was about to go after the two, but was halted by James.

"They'll take care of them, stay here and help us rid of the scientists' research."

"They need reinforcements," Miriam ran around James and dove in after them.

"I told her not-" James facial features tensed.

"Forget it, let's just get this done," Linda beckoned us.

"Good," I said dumping papers to the ground in every room. With the four of us the process went pretty quick. We didn't have time to burn the research, so we just tore it all to strips and kicked into the water. There it was submerged into a soggy mess and never to be seen by human eyes again.

"Should we remove the different samples they took off Rosie and me too?" I asked.

"Yes! All evidence!" James emphasized.

"Fine!" I went to the lab rooms and got rid of EVERYTHING mermaid related and dumped all specimens into the ocean.

_Hurry, the coast guard is coming! The other researchers called them before we cast the spell! We must leave NOW!_ We all heard an urgent alert form the water, so all of us booked it and dove in. Jake had already opened a portal for us, which teleported us into Urbs in mare to the_ F.M.P.A. H.Q._ I sighed and hugged everyone.

_Thank you guys for saving me._ I hugged Miriam, who gladly embraced me.

_You're so welcome._ We would've never left you to die." Linda and then Kara both squeezed me into a bear hug.

_My mom would've flipped if I had disappeared._ Rosie said.

_MOM! I have to get home to her!_ Rosie freaked.

_Not until you get this though._ A voice from behind said. A representative came with an oyster in hand, Rosie forgot about her Mom the moment she saw the representative (Aleesha, the one who'd written my name in the Book of Names) handing her the oyster.

_After today's difficult mission, you've sure earned it. I already recorded you in Nomina in libro, so you're now a proud citizen of Urbs in mare. _Aleesha smiled. Rosie teared up as she voice activated her oyster and opened it for the first time. Inside was a silver blue whale pendant embedded with deep, dark blue sapphires. The whale matched her tail. Rosie was mystified by it and put it on immediately.

"Wow," she wiped her eyes, "this is better than anything I could have dreamed of." I hugged her; we were both grateful to be safe once more.
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I ambled down the corridor to my locker to get my science book heading to my first period. I'd seen none of the girls upon entering the school. It was Tuesday, and I was drained from the past two and half days. My appearance gave quite a few hints of it too. My eyes had bags underneath which not even concealer could totally cover and I was slow too. I wanted to conk out on the floor, but Kara had forced me to come to school so "things would seem normal." But of course that's a lie because things were far from normal. I was a mermaid who'd just been saved from being dissected by psycho scientists.

"Sasha are you alright?" noticed me as he took roll.

"Yes," I spoke softly with tiredness in my voice.

"Very well," he glanced back to his computer monitor and continued on with usual calling of names.

_Rosie, you here?_ I folded my arms on my desk and set my head down.

_Yes, _I picked up from the back row of desks.

_Are you as tired as me?_

_I am exhausted,_ she emphasized.

_We only have to play this game for one day then we can go home and sleep!_ The thought to me sounded delightful.

_Only four hours of this despair because today's a half day._

_Good, I need at least ten more hours of restful sleep._ I replied.

"Sasha," Mr. Beell glared down at me.

"No sleeping in class;stay alert." Mr. Beell chastised. I looked up, nodded, and took out my science folder with a pencil.

"Let us continue from where we were yesterday. Anyone of you absent from my class yesterday?" Mr. Beell asked the class as a whole. I raised my hand as did Rosie.

"Were the two of you playing hooky?" Mr. Beell teased us.

_He doesn't even know where we've been. _I told Rosie.

_I'll say! _She coincided.

The class chuckled in response and every pair of eyes were upon us. Especially Maci's, she was probably silently judging me. Ah, just the usual right?

"Now class, don't shame them," Mr. Beel came to our defense, "just make sure to print off the makeup work from my website."

And on the day went, we never found the other girls. Riley was absent and we really had no idea where the others were, it was only Rosie and me to support one another. We avoided Maci, but she eventually bothered us after the bell rang for the end of the day.

"Did you skip school yesterday because you two are scared of me?" Maci chuckled.

"No we were both sick," I lied in a polite tone of voice.

"Pah! Yeah, of course that's why you really didn't come to school yesterday!" She stepped closer to Rosie. Rosie pretended a hacking cough directly on Maci without covering her mouth.

"Eeeeuuuhhhhhhhh!" Maci was disgusted.

"You two are so gross!"Maci ran off to Jason wiping her hand on him

"No lie, we're actually sick! So you might not wanna get to close!" Rosie called after Maci.

"Good one! That got rid of her." I praised Rosie for her wit. I turned my head to see Kara waiting in the car with her window rolled down, she was just dying in laughter. I hugged Rosie goodbye and ran to Kara's car.

"Tell Rosie to get in, her mom asked us to drop her off." Kara said.

"Rosie, come with us." I beckoned. She shot into the car.

"You girls are so humorous," Kara giggled as I buckled in.

"Ah, thanks," Rosie smiled.

"Is that Maci, the one who causes trouble?" Kara asked.

"Oh yeah!" I answered.

"Now that I remember, I actually have a meeting with her parents today right now along with the headmaster about that fight." Kara recalled. I slumped and turned to Rosie.

She shrugged, "That's cool we'll wait."

"Great," Kara got out and strode to the office.

"Let's get out of the car. I'm hot." I left my backpack on the seat. Rosie did the same.

"Ah! You two," Maci grinned evilly seeing us again as she paused from smooching on Jason five meters away.

"I thought we were gross and that you hated us." Rosie crossed her arms clearly fed up.

"You still are and I still don't like you." She eyed us over with that usual sassy, mean girl look only she could do.

"I know why you were really gone. You're both afraid of me." Mac'si grin was broader.

"Sasha said we were sick!" Rosie growled. Kara snapped her fingers pointing at the car coming from behind us

"Rosie! Sasha! Back to the car!"

"And Maci please leave them alone, their just grouchy and exhausted." Kara said politely.

"You're Sasha's Mom? You have absolutely no resemblance to her." Maci sassed Kara.

"No, I am her legal guardian. Now please, I must go." Kara sashayed past Maci. Maci was left gaping, she clung to Jason for support as she walked away. It was only fifteen minutes until Kara returned; she walked out shaking Maci's parents' hands formally. Although, you could tell there was an uneasy tension.

"It was just a 'disciplinary action' meeting and 'how we're going to resolves things.' " Kara quoted .

"That's the standard procedure to take after such an incident." Rosie mumbled still angry about Maci.

"Y'all need to learn to get along. I know you hate her guts, but just be civil children." Kara continued.

"Let's go get Starbucks!" Kara motored down the road to the nearest one.

_At_Marriot_Hotel._

"AHHHHHHHHH!' Amy banged the table in frustration. The coast guard hadn't believed her about "mermaids and mermen attacking the boat." Everyone had thought her a fool, this left her taking matters into her own hands. She was in the same exact city as Layla and had only seen her swim off yesterday after the others on the vessel had their memories wiped clean while she was in hiding. Amy crossed out every place she'd tried to hunt for Layla and now was left with no other ideas. To gather her thoughts Amy went for a stroll. She couldn't help but eavesdrop on passer-by conversations. One in particular of a young couple sitting together in the grass caught her attention. In desperation she pulled out her cell phone and stared at the screen. She knew that these young high-schoolers could know something.

"She's just so stupid," Amy heard, "I hate how she thinks that I don't rule the school."

"Everyone knows who to respect and that's us, Jason!"

"Sasha will learn," the boy replied to his sweetheart. Amy courageously walked over.

"Hello, I am here for some information that you may have on this 'Sasha' you are talking about. I will pay you if you can tell me where I can find her," Amy fanned out her wad of money.

"Sure, but how much do you mean?" Jason was interested.

"More than you kids need," Amy handed the money over.

"5908 Seashell Lane." The girl smiled.

"Thank you for your business." Amy wrote down the address then ran back to her hotel self-assured. She'd finally pin-pointed Layla.

_At_Kara's_house._

"Home, now I can sleep!" I sipped the rest of my iced mocha and disposed off it. We'd dropped Rosie off and came straight home.

"After you do your homework," Kara cleaned her breakfast dishes from this morning. Within in the next twenty minutes there was knocking at the door. Kara rushed to answer it.

"Hello I am looking for a Sasha at this residence?" Amy tried to look natural, but Kara knew who she was and slammed the door in her face.

_Layla hide! Now! Amy is at the door!_ Kara alerted me. I sprinted to the stairs skipping at least one to two steps with each leap. I listened attentively from upstairs in my closet; my BPM quicker with each beat. I never thought this moment would come or even could come.

"Ma'am I only need to know if you know a 'Sasha'?!" Amy pounded on the door.

"NO!" Kara growled.

"Go, or I'll get a restraining order!" Kara threatened.

"I can have you arrested for kid-napping!" Amy yelled.

"I know you are covering for my daughter Layla! Now give her up or I will call the cops." Amy shouted.

Kara picked up the home phone from off the hook; lucky for me Kara installed another line on my bedside table so I could easily tap into the conversation.

"Jake! Come here now! Amy is at my door! What do I do?!" Kara's alarms went off.

"Is Sasha hiding?" Jake spoke calmly.

"Yes, she's up in her room." Kara whispered.

"Good, just subdue Amy until I am there in five minutes." The line went dead. I set the phone back on the hook and left the closet door open ajar to listen.

"Open the door right now!" Amy was berserk. Kara stepped outside to calm Amy.

After that I couldn't hear any words, so I sat for five miserable minutes waiting for Jake's arrival. But I was sure that more than five minutes passed as I sat moping watching my digital clock on the dresser. Seconds, minutes, ten minutes, the waiting was daunting! But soon my waiting for a sign was ended with the **BOOM** of each step heading up stairs. I trembled against the closet wall and closed my closet door fully. I made my breathing shallow, noiseless to seem that I wasn't there. Despite whoever was stomping up the stairs, I'd have to be ready to face them. I realized that I might have to cast a spell to defend myself. But which one? I only knew one, it was to open portals. Did I even have my totem? I slowly reached for around my neck. It was there! I had actually remembered to put on my totem this morning! The heavy steps were approaching nearer, I must be prepared! I put braced myself much like a snake, ready for any strike. Then the **CREEEEEEEEEEEK** of my ajar bedroom door opening fully startled me.

"LAYLA!" I heard Amy's voice shriek. I was so ready to face her! In one quick, stealth move I burst out of my closet.

"What!? Why did you even care to come all this way to find me!? You never cared anyway!" I let all my anger erupt.

"To find you, my unruly teenage daughter who so selfishly ran away!" Amy stepped forward smirking.

"You?! My mom? No! You never spoke the words "I love you," or were ever there to support me! All you want is profit off of me! YOU ARE NOT MY MOTHER!" I was all fired up now. Amy was frowning and snatched my arm yanking me forward.

"We're going back to Hawaii where things can be normal again!" Amy was just trying to brush off the fact that I may be right. She hated that. I finally could remember a spell. As random as it was, I cast that puppy.

"Feared, mighty forces of the wind and sea,

I call you with great urgency,

Come now and cast down Amy!" I chanted. Immediately my eyes glowed the color blue and a great gust of wind swept through the house releasing me from Amy's grip. I stood stiffly in place, but the wind blew Amy on the wall with a WHOOSH! The wind ceased and she fell to the floor. In a flourish of pride and victory, I stepped forward.

"Don't mess with mermaids." I said simply with my left hand on my hip for that sassy flare. Amy struggled to regain herself and get back on her feet, but only fell over again. Jake then came rushing up and kicked Amy in the stomach. She yowled.

"Deep magic of the sea,

I say to thee, please come,

Obliterate Amy of all memory of mer-kind!" Jake waved his hands as if instructing a symphony. Amy fell face-down to the floor and Jake tapped her on the head. We looked at one another, high-fived, and hugged.

_Kara, Linda, comes now with Amy's bag. We need you! _ The two cousins were upstairs in a flash and threw Amy's bag down.

"Linda, can you help me carry Amy downstairs? She's quite heavy." Jake requested poking in Amy's bag for her wallet, keys, and phone. He slipped the three things into his pocket to return to her.

"Yeah," Linda assisted Jake, "good thing I have been doing those muscle-building and cardio classes at the gym."

"Can I go through Amy's bag?" I so badly wanted to know its contents.

"Go for it! Dump it all and throw all the papers about you or mermaids out the window into the backyard." Jake said.

"We'll burn it to smoke and ash." Jake grinned widely. Kara gladly joined; this task was actually quite fun.

"Oh my gosh look at this!" I gaped over my adoption papers, they meant nothing to me. I tore them diagonally in half and shucked'em out the window.

"Ah, that felt so good!" I took a sigh of relief.

"Good job!" Kara praised me. I smiled back.

"Ah, look at your baby pictures! You were so precious! I am going to keep them!" Kara exclaimed.

"OH MY GOSH! Let me see!" Linda came back to my room and squeezed next to Kara still breathless from lifting Amy downstairs. The two cousins pored over my cute, infant photos.

Linda finally turned to me, "Did you girls get rid of everything yet?"

"Yeah," I skimmed over other useless articles on mermaids, "she's just hoarding these things." I tossed them out the window. I glanced out the window they were all landing in or next to Kara's fire pit. Jake was so clever.

"Heck, she has three binders full of these conspiracy-theory articles." I scrunched through Amy's coffee-stained messenger bag like a blood-hound investigating a crime scene. There was just so much to see.

"Jake's still getting rid of her?" I asked as I skimmed over pages and pages of newspaper clippings and magazine excerpts.

"Yes, he's actually driving to the nearest bus stop to dump off her and some money to pay for her bus fare back to wherever she came from." Linda sat on my bed above where I sat on the carpeted floor.

"Whatever he has to do to take care of business." Kara added. She seemed to be more consumed in my personal records that Amy kept in a neat purple folder.

"Finally we have more answers!" Kara flipped through paper after paper of my childhood records.

"Yes, this is so cool. Let's get Rosie over here stat!" Linda said.

"You're right!" I reached over to the bedside table and lifted the cordless phone off its hook and hurriedly dialed Rosie's number.

"Sup?" Rosie said.

"Rosie! Get over here now! We've got a break through!" I hung up as soon as I finished.

"UGH!" We all heard from downstairs.

"Jake's back," Kare smiled and raced downstairs with my records to show him what we'd discovered.

"Jake! Jake!" I called as I slid down the banister instead of taking the stairs.

"Girl! Don't do that or you'll fall!" He sat at a bar stool in Kara's kitchen drained and breathless from lifting Amy (she was sort of pudgy).

"That's not important! What's more important is that you see what we found!" Kara slapped the very full folder of my records down on the counter.

"She had this stuff in her bag?" Jake eyed it all over.

"Yup, plus tons more!" I was exuberant. **KNOCK! KNOCK!** I heard come from the front door. I ran to greet Rosie.

"Show her Jake," I held in my excitement so Rosie could see what I was talking about before I broke out in excited shouts about what we'd just came across. Rosie saw all the papers spread out on the counter and was puzzled for a moment.

"What's the big break through?" Rosie glanced at me with her curious expression.

"Read the papers!" I couldn't contain my excitement, it was seeping through.

"You found your records?" Amy's eyes brightened after she'd caught on. I knew she would.

"Uh huh, and more than this!" I beamed. Linda showed her my baby pictures.

"Whoa!" Rosie gasped.

"Yes, I know and now we're gonna have a BBQ around the fire pit for early supper while it's still light." Kara announced.

"Nice!" I was hungry anyway.

"Call your Mom." Linda handed Rosie the cordless home phone.

"Thank you!" Rosie said after her mother consented.

"Yes! I can't wait to fire up the grill!" Jake began getting steak lions out of Kara's freezer.

"Layla, please finish your homework very quickly so you help Kara finish going through the files." Linda instructed me very casually.

"Alright," I obeyed; it felt good to be back in the groove of things.

"Can I help you with the filing?" Rosie offered her help to Kara.

"Oh yes please!" Kara ascended the stairs as Rosie did the same.

"I am gonna work outside and get my tan." I announced grabbing my stuff to work outside in the sunshine.

About an hour later we were all gathered sitting happily around the fire eating appetizers. Adults had their mixed drinks as Jake was just serving up the juicy, appetizing steak hot of the grill.

"Jake you're a great chef," I complimented after taking my first bite.

"Thank you Sasha." he replied smiling.

"Everyone! A toast! To our two brave girls, Sasha and Rosie, for going through hell and surviving!" Jake raised up his tequila in victory as did Kara and next Linda. Rosie and I joined as well (Rosie and I were drinking raspberry lemonade).

"And let's hope Amy minds her own business back in Hawaii where she'll stay!" I spoke up.

"YES!" Everyone cheered in unison, all in agreement.
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Everyone scrambled to get up, this morning was a big morning. I felt the rising spirits among my pod of just Jake, Kara, Rosie and I. We'd called ourselves the pod of land-dwelling mers. Kara and Linda were doing up Rosie's and my hair in elegant French braids and adorning themselves in pearls and other semi-precious stones.

"Kara! I didn't know you owned so many strings of emerald, they totally match my tail!" Linda held the strings of emeralds up as she put some on, then flipped through her own box and Kara's chest of treasures.

"Where'd you guys get all these jewels?" My eyes were wide.

"Don't you know at Promotions every mermaid gets her share of plundered pirate treasure from way back when?" Kara inquired with a matter-or-factly tone in her voice.

"And every mer gets their totem too, but you two you were an exception to receive your totems early because you both are land-dwelling mers." Linda joined in.

"Tell us more!" Rosie demanded information.

"Well, today you'll get yours. It is treasure from mermaids generations back and back when there were still pirates that looted, and mischievous mermaids that scoured old shipwrecks and plundered all the treasure from the wreck and kept it for themselves. Every mermaid has treasure reserved by the Mermish Delegation under her own surname and inherits it all on Promotion Day. Continually, it is passed on from generation after generation to the next mermaids in their line." Linda cleared up.

"So basically family heirlooms?" I said.

"Yes, extremely valuable family heirlooms," Linda picked one last emerald ring to finalize her look.

"I can't wait!" Rosie was jumping up and down on Kara's bed; she was still in her pajamas because she'd spent the night.

"Ladies, hurry! We wouldn't want to be late for Promotions!" Jake called from downstairs. I was already looking nice in a fancy swimsuit that looked like a sparkly violet leotard, so I rushed downstairs.

"Ready," I stopped at attention.

"We're all coming!" Linda called back.

"Rosie, go change!" Kara rushed Rosie.

Within five minutes we were all headed for the waves. It felt good to be a mermaid in my natural state, especially today. Arriving back into Urbs in mare, we teleported right to the Magni Hall Congrega or Great Gathering Hall; it was a HUGE amphitheater. There all the Delegation plus other citizens of Urbs in Mare were all gathered, celebratory decorations everywhere. Today was the day of Promotions. At the age of fifteen, all mers were promoted to high school and given a huge celebration of honor. Today was the big day. The crowd cheered with hoots and hollers congratulating every mer individually as they were making their way into high school and eventually onto their life careers.

_Layla Aronson._ My name was called, so I swam to the stage confidently.

_Rosie Farris._ Rosie came to the stage right after me, the applause filled the amphitheater.

The speaker recognized us with the standard handing of our treasure chests and _Congratulations, live long and may you be successful. _The next reorganization surprised us:

_These two courageous young mermaids standing before us today have together survived the most perilous of odds; stuck in a laboratory, tested on as science experiments. Layla, chased down by her insane former adoptive mother. Yet still, both are alive to tell of the terrors they survived. As we all know, a mer in captivity of humans has never occurred in mer history and always feared through the ages. But today, we don't just honor them for their survival; but also Jake Rosky, Kara Aronson, Linda Aronson, Miriam Gilliam, and James Roscoe for their service. All of you, please stand. _They stood.

_These brave F.M.P.A. agents have not only rescued Rosie and Layla, but succeeded in protecting the secrecy of all mer-kind. Let this incident be a warning to us of the world above the ocean, a world of a curious humanity. Let us not forget our secret is too immense to let it slip away into evil hands, always keep it safe._ With that Jake, Miriam, Kara, James, and Linda sat down.

_And now ,everyone, before we proceed please arise for a swimming ovation._ Every mer arose from their seat giving us a swimming ovation and clapped loudly. Some held up an O with their hands, the plaudits continued for a minute straight even after the speaker motioned for everyone to stop. I of course felt like the most famous individual alive standing there hearing the roars of applause carry through the waters of the sea.

_As reward for such courageous deeds, the Delegation has declared Kara Aronson here by un-banished from the realm of mer-kind_. The speaker announced. Kara's mouth formed a perfect O, she jumped up and hugged Jake then kissed him. Next, she hugged every one of her close friends and relatives and glanced to me. I winked and blew a kiss to her. Rosie was confused, but she was clapping anyway. We explained to her afterwards what this all meant. The rest of the day was full of festivities at Kara's parent's house; there I met her family and Jake's family and many friends of theirs. All day Rosie and I were in the spot light, shaking hands, hugging strangers, taking pictures, and feasting 'till we couldn't eat more. After the celebration we all returned home with our stomachs full and smiling faces. This day to me was a good memory to write down in my book of life, my parents would've been proud.

With moving here to Australia I have learned that life has more joy and fulfillment in each day than I ever knew. Friends and family have meant the world to me and are always a glowing light in the darkness whenever I need them. As I end my tale, just remember that if you need to transform anything in your life** YOU **have to make the change just as I did by coming half-way across the globe. No one else can make the change for you; just you with an optimist attitude.


End file.
